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48 THE JOTJEITET HOME. 

He came, and they beheld him. Love shone in his 
countenance; such a look of rapture unutterable 
beamed from every eye, that it reminded me more of 
the earth awakening under the radiance of the rising 
sun on the gladness of nature when a storm has passed 
away. Such joy I never saw before. His voice broke 
tlie stillness. 

" I come to give deliverance to the captives. If the 
Son shall make you free, you shall be free indeed." 

He moved towards the centre of the market-place : 
immediately every head was bowed, and every hand 
which was unshackled crossed on the bosoms of the 
captives. 

At this moment some clouds and mists which had 
hovered round the sun cleared away, and the glorious 
light shone down ^nth marvellous lustre on the scene 
below. He stood in the midst of them as one bom to 
rule them ; and I noticed that no sound of the trum- 
pet and no noise of war in the least degree affected 
iiim. He stood as one who heard not. Some stood 
near the place where he was standing, and were gazing 
at his countenance with awe and rapture, when he 
spoke to them. I supposed he asked them if they 
would be free ; for I saw at once a look of intense 
joy break over their faces, and they stretched out their 
hands towards him. He touched their hands, and 
their chains dropped from them, and they were free. 
The news of their freedom seemed to pass onwards 
at once ; for no sooner had their chains fallen, than 
I heard Azrael's voice, louder and more angrily than 
ever, crying out, 

"Does he dare to free those whom I have made 
captives ? Move to the market-place!" 

I now began to wonder most deeply what would be 
the result of their meeting. As he moved towards 
the centre of the market-place, two figures, heavily 
laden with chains, were standing in the centre, a boy 
and girl ; so deeply had the fetters and manacles been 
bound aroimd tV\eTi\,tW\. etc\^Vvatically the iron had 
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entered into their soul. They had been specially 
marked by me as being bowed down with sorrow and 
dejection more than many other of the captives ; they 
seemed to have lost all hope long ago, and uttered the 
most bitter wailing at the thought of the home they had 
left. They both looked up at him as he came towards 
them, and hope and expectation trembled on their lips 
and eyes. He paused a moment before them, and 
looked, at them with a look so full of calm intensity of 
love, that I never saw its equal, and said, " What will 
you that I should do to you P* 

They did not speak, but only looked on him, and 
their lips parted as if to speak ; but they seemed not 
to know how for wonder and for joy. Then I remem- 
bered it was written in Cyril's book, ** Lord, open 
Thou my lips, and my mouth shall show forth Thy 
praise." 

He immediately anticipated their want, and touched* 
their hands, and the chains fell off them, and they 
stood free. I heard him say to them, "Follow me," 
and I thought 1 heard their voices say amid the stir 
which was now rising on all sides at the approach of Az- 
rael, " "We will follow thee whithersoever thou goest." 

They took up their position behind the figure of 
him w^ho released them ; they stood in the attitude of 
persons who were prepared to devote every thing, even 
life itself, to one object. The broken chain of their 
captivity lay still coiled at their feet, but their hands 
were uplifted in the attitude of adoration, and their 
eyes gazed with speechless gratitude on him who stood 
before them. At this moment the blast ^f a hundred 
trumpets, which rung with silver ectoes along the 
street, told that Azrael approached : another minute, 
and the long line of his haughty cohort swept into the 
market-place. He rode on a black charger, his head 
uncovered, but from his neck downwards he was 
clothed in armour of mail ; his face wore the same 
awiul expression 1 had noticed in his palace, pale, 
sunken, ghastly, yet was lit up with a vigour of intelli- 
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PREFACE. 



The following allegory is intended to illustrate some 
of the leading features in the Christian's life, under 
the hope of continuing the consideration of other 
points in that life in future parts. The object in 
these chapters has been to explain, through imagery, 
some of the earlier temptations and difficulties of the 
spiritual warfare. 
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THE JOURNEY HOME. 



CHAPTEE L 

THE wAKHnre. 

" Vhatevsr &on liut in the dt;, bring them out of thig place.'' 

I DBEAUT that I was on a long journey, and came in 
the course of it to a very dreary and desolate country 
where waa only one river, which ran wearily along 
through its dry and barren banke. Its very trees were 
brown, and had a withered look ; and the low hills 
seemed as if no sun ever shone on them. They lay 
stretched as far as my eye could reach on either aide. I 
ahuddered at the wild and barren appearance of the 
country, and wished myself well and quickly out of it, 
taking for granted that no human beings dwelt there. 



While thinking of this, I saw some way off chDdren play- 
ing near the river, and several youths who seemed to be 
quarrelling and disputing. I determined to go towards 



tnem ; for the day was fast fading away, and I wanted a 
rest for the night. As I drew nearer, I saw some houses 
and huts scattered here and there. All the inhabitants 
had on their faces espressions which were distress- 
ing. Many of them appeared half starved, and the 
nitnnjitful ground seemed able to yield thet:a %:»x>i)« 
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enougli food to support life. . I was much struck with 
their wretched condition and appearance. They were 
very poorly and raggedly clothed, and suffering and 
want were marked upon their features ; still there was 
something in their countenances which interested me. 
The houses had the same wretched appearance, poor 
and dark, and falling to pieces ; in short, the whole 
look of the district and its inhabitants was forlorn in 
the extreme. I drew near to one of the groups of 
youths, of which there were many gathered here and 
there. 

It was painful to see how all of them had the same 
distressed and unhappy looks, as if their whole being 
had been stunted and deformed. I was very much 
struck with two among the group : one a little boy, 
very fair to look at, with a sunny eye, and with hair 
golden as the sun, which danced around his neck. I 
saw him playing, and ever and anon looking up sud- 
denly as if frightened, and then a shade of deepest sad- 
ness crossed his face, and he heaved a sigh and looked 
anxious, as if he had expected something terrible. 

I addressed the child as he stood nearest to me. 
" What is the name of this place ?*' said I. The child 
stared in my face and seemed perplexed, and gave me 
no answer. " It seems very dreary and desolate," said 
I ; '* can you tell me where I can rest for the night ?" 

The child pointed to a house or hovel not far off, and 
said, " That is where I and Cyril live ; you can rest 
there for the night." 

"Have you no mother?" said I, struck by the 
manner of the child. 

" Mother ! oh, no ; she went away long ago." 

" Went away ?" said I ; " what do you mean ? is 
she dead P" 

The child seemed confused, and turned to a youth 
who was approaching us. " There, sir," said he, *' is 
Cyril, my brother: he will tell you." 

The youth was a tall and interesting-looking boy ; 
hiB face, toO; wore the same expression of sadness and 
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melancholy. His hair and eyes, which were very dark, 
were a remarkable contrast to the fair and gayer 
countenance of his brother. I gathered from him 
that he would gladly give me room for the night ; but of 
the history of his parents, or indeed of anything to do 
with the place they dwelt in, I could gather little. I 
became so interested in my kind hosts, that I stayed a 
day or two among them, having my curiosity excited 
in no small degree by the mystery which seemed to 
hang over the whole place. 

It was on an evening or two after ; the moon was 
rising gently behind the hills, and shining sofbly on the 
water which here and there lay along the plain. It 
was just such an evening that you can hardly tell where 
daylight ends and moonlight begins. The children 
and youths were, as usual, playing in the streets of the 
village, and their voices were mingling with the other 
sounds of evening. I saw that there was a stir among 
the various groups, and all attention seemed in a moment 
taken off, — ^their faces were turned in one direction. 
It was towards a tree, which had before been the 
gathering-point for many a game and many a convex 
sation. A shadow at this moment appeared : a Being 
clad in white, exceeding beautiful to behold, with a 
high staff in one hand and a book in the other, had 
taken his stand there. How he came there, when or 
why, no one seemed to heed ; but there he stood, 
quietly and calmly watching the movements in the 
village. With expressions of wonder and amazement, 
and with fear in the faces of many, the children began 
to draw towards the figure. 

The little ones clung to the anns or dress of their 
elder companions, alarmed at the sudden appearance 
of the stranger. 

I noticed the book was open, and these words wer^ 
written in it : " Wisdom crieth without ; she uttereth 
her voice in the streets. She crieth in the chief place 
of. concourse, saying, How long, ye simple ones, will 
ye love simplicity ? Turn you at my reproof!" 
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Many of the children read these words, and some 
laughed at them. 

"Dear Cyril," said little Florizel, « how beautiful 
the figure looks, how kindly he smiles ! I should like 
to hear what he has come to say : do come here." 

Cyril needed no pressing, for already his thoughtful 
eye was fixed on the face and form of the Visitant, 
and, with Florizel clinging to him, he approached the 
tree. 

All eyes were on the stranger, when, to their sur- 
prise, he spoke to them. " Children of the unhappy 
valley," said he, " I have come to bid you flee from 
your sad dwelling-place, for a great and terrible trouble 
IS soon coming from the hills, and you and your homes 
will not escape. Flee, for your lives." 

Then I saw there was a ^at stir among' the 
children ; and some broke out into a loud laugh, and 
asked him how he knew it, and some said they would 
never leave their homes for any such idle tale. 

"What does he say?" said little Florizel; "that 
there is trouble coming ? Do ask him, Cyril." 

"Kind sir," said Cyril, "whither would you have us 
flee, and how shall we know that this trouble is 
coming ?" The Blessed One turned kindly to Cyril ; 
and I saw that the leaf of the book turned over, and 
the reading on it was, " They that seek Me early shall 
find Me." 

"Fair boy," said the stranger, "I would have you, and 
all who love their lives, flee away to *the land which is 
very far off;' one where your mother already is, and 
above all where the King, whose chosen subjects you 
are, lives, and loves you with an everlasting love, who 
has sent me to call you thither; and as to the trouble, 
I bid you ask yourselves if you are happy or easy 
here." 

"I am not," said little Florizel; "I am quite 
wretched." 

" We are happy enough," said many voices at onoe; 
** we iriJJ go on no such fool's errand," 
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. "But, sir,'* asked Cyril, "where and what is this 
land to which you promise to take us P for, indeed, I 
like your offer well." 

" If,** said the Messenger, " you will, you may see 
the good sight of the far-off land by means of this 
glass called I'aith ; and if you or the others will meet 
me here at day-dawn to-morrow, I will show you such 
ft land as will make you long to be up and going : 'for 
eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, what the Lord hath 
prepared for them that love Him.* ** 

All the youths were gathered round the new mes- 
senger, to hear what he had to say : but very many- 
were inclined to laugh and turn the whole into 
ridicule. 

■ The shades of evening had quite drawn in, and the 
silence of night was fast coming upon the vale and 
londiy forest ; the small windows of the houses began 
to shine with lights, the bright Messenger had de- 
parted, and all were gone to their respective homes: 
a low hum of voices came from the retiring groups, as 
one said one thing, one another, as to the visit of the 
stranger. Cviil was walking with Florizel leaning on 
his arm and looking into his face. 

^ lt*s a foolish errand, all of it,** said one whose 
name was Celsus; "I shall take no heed to such 
foolery. I have heard many of the old men say that 
the man has been here before, and he raised the same 
alarm about our town ; but though some were fools 
enough to go, and have never been heard of since, the 
town has stood firm enough, and will stand our time, 
1*11 warrant.'* 

Cyril was very attentive to the speech : " Did you 
say that the Messenger had been here before, and that 
some followed him to that country, Celsus ?*' 

" Ay, and I did say it,** said the other, breaking out 
into a loud laugh at Cyril. 

" Then I doubt not," said Cyril, " that it was with 
him my own mother went ' away ; I have ever heard 
that she departed suddenly, when I was very youn^<^ 
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and followed some strange one." At this recollection 
Cyril seemed lost in thought. 

" How now, Cyril ?" said one of the elder boys. 
" Are you thinking of travelling too ? A pretty pil- 
grim you would make !" 

Cyril was silent : he found words were of small use, 
and he was taken up in his own reflections. 

Cyril, when very young, was left to the care of 
strangers. He knew not whither his father and 
mother had gone : all he knew was, that his mother 
had followed some strange visitant who had promised 
to take her to some land where his father was, and the 
neighbours said they were very silly for their pains, — ■- 
but that was all Cynl could learn. He had ceased now 
to inquire or think of it : he still remembered, how- 
ever, something of it ; and sometimes, in dreams, the 
form of a lovely person, who leant over him while he 
was sleeping, and sung to him sweet songs, came 
before him. 

Sometimes the things' she had said would return 
like water-drops on a dim faded picture, or starlight on 
a stream at night, here and there coming out brightly : 
but that was idl. But now all came before him ; and 
ke could recollect what she had said of a journey she 
was about to take, and he did not doubt that she had 
gone to the " land that was very far off." 

" Cyril," said Tlorizel, who had been anxiously 
looking up into his face, as they drew near the cottage 
where they lived, " Cyril, do speak to me : won't you 
go and see the Bright One to-morrow ? for I should 
Hke to look through his glass, as I wish to know all he 
says about the town we live in, if what he says be 
true." 

"Yes, Florizel," said the other, "I will: we will 
start with morning light, and will see if what he says 
be the truth." 

" I wonder if any one else will go too," said the 
little boy. 
< **Not many, I think," said Cyril, "for they were 
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inclined to laugh rather than anything else, this 
evening." 

By this time they had reached their home. It was 
poor and ragged ; every sign of poverty and wretched* 
ness marked it. Cynl entered; and when he had 
seen little Florizel asleep, and his long curling hair 
flowing over his pillow, and his face telling how the 
little fellow was dreaming of his intended journey, 
Cyril retired himself to where the moon was shin- 
ing in, full and broad, on the floor of his house. 
He tried to remember things his mother had said, 
and was planning his own line of conduct when a 
footstep quietly and softly approached the house. 
Cyril started up : the figure of a boy of Cyril's 
own age, or rather younger, entered the room, and 
4Btood in the moonshine. 



CHAPTEE II. 

THE GLASS. 
" Now we see throagh a glass,** 

" PiETBO," said Cyril, " and what has brought you 
here to-night ?" 

" Well," said Pietro, carelessly, " so you think I am 
concerned about yon Messenger ; I have come to talk 
with you about it, Cyril, being the best person to speak 
to on such matters in our tovra." 

" I intend to go to-morrow," said Cyril. 

" Well, I thought as much," said the other; " but 

Eeople make very light of this man's tale; they say 
e has been here before, and what he says has never 
come true." 
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" That may be/* said Cyril ; " but it may come true 
for all that. I have read often in the book my mother 
left me that people will say that about this very mes- 
senger^ and said eren in her time, ' Where is the pro- 
mise of His coming P for since our fathers fell asleep 
fell things remain as they were/ I mean to go now, 
and run no more risk." 

"Well," said the other, "I am inclined to do so 
too ; but it requires an exertion to leave one's home 
and habits ana go on a journey which, after all, may 
prove finiitless." 

" Our home is not so happy a one," said Cyril, " but 
that one might leave it ; and my father and mother 
are gone before me. I am sure, Pietro, you cannot 
regret leaving this place, for vou know well enough 
that it is no happy or peaceful home : quarrels and 
disputes mar all our peace, and there is no health or 
loveliness in its site or soil." 

" True, true," said the other, " I quite feel that ; 
but there is a risk in the other line." 

" A fearful risk in staying here," said Cyril ; " for 
there is every reason to believe that the old report is 
true, that the place will * melt with fervent heat,' and 
be burnt up ; and though men have scoffed at it, they 
have not disproved it." 

Pietro was silent. " Does Florizel go too ?" said 
he, pointing to the sleeping child, who, with his hand 
on his bosom and his hair carelessly lying on his pillow, 
was dreaming of his coming journey. 

"Yes," said Cyril; "nothing of mine shall be left 
behind here." 

" Tou are right, you are right," said Pietro ; " I 
will be of your party, and will go home now, and pre- 
pare for the journey, come what will." 

The next morning Cyril and Florizel repaired to 

the hill at which the messenger promised to meet 

them. He was there according to promise, and held 

in his hand the ^lass of which he had spoken to them, 

and through which they were to be able to have their 
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first sight of the far-off land to which they proposed 
to go as pilgrims ; I saw round it was written in large 
tetters, " Faith." 

Cyril first took it, and turned it, as the Bright One 
told him, towards the east ; but before he did so, the 
stranger asked him to look without it and see if he 
saw anything. "Nothing," said the boy, "except 
barren nills and a faint pathway." Then he put the 

glass to his eye ; and I shall neyer forget what fol* 
)wed. Elorizel and Fietro stood each gazing at him, 
waiting to know the end. At first his face was quiet as 
before ; then a look of wonder came over it, and then 
an expression of such joy as made him smile in his 
ecstasy, and the tears came from his eyes, and his lips 
quivered. 

" What is it ? what is it P" cried Florizel. 

" Oh," said Cyril, after a pause, " and can it be that 
that is the city to which we go P is that the land that 
is very far off P I see, I see a city very far away, and 
it seems all light, like a clear moon in the dark sky, 
and I see round it radiant colours, I count twelve, — 
red and purple, and green and golden, — all as if they 
were coloured fires, so lovely but so soft ! and I see 
gates open, and people going in and out, all softly 
and beautifully, clad in white, and shining like marble 
figures do by moonlight — they seem to have peace 
past my telling ; and I see a lovely light over the city, 
which hovers over it like the glow over a sunset. Oh, 
sir, it is exceeding beautiful, such as I have never 
imagined in my loveliest dream ; tell me is it, can it 
be, that we shall ever go there ?" and Cyril held down 
the glass, and I saw the tears of delight gush from his 
eyes. 

Then again I heard that sweet voice say, which came 
like an echo from the wilderness, " It is the city of 
God, and the nations of them that are saved shall 
walk in the light of it, and God shall wipe away all 
tears from their eyes." 

Then Florizel seized the glass ; and Cyril bowing 
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his bead, said, " Sir, it is enough ; I am ready to follow 
thee whithersoever thou goest." 

Florizel gazed long in childlike wonder. " And will 
that be our home ?" cried he in delight ; " that glo- 
rious city our home ? Kind sir, can it be ? I see- 
such colours as one dreams of in a long dream, and 
such light as once I saw when I was asleep ; I never 
thought to see them really. Oh, can it be r" 

• " It is so,'* said the Messenger ; " that is your home, 
fair child, if you follow me ; and there * you shall go 
in and out, and find pasture ;' * eye hath not seen nor 
ear heard what the King hath prepared for them that 
love Him.' " 

• ** Which is the way ?" asked Cyril, 

Then I heard that sweet Voice again which I heard 
before, — whether it came from the wilderness I could 
not tell, or whether it did really come, as it seemed, 
from the very city to which they were going, — and it 
said, " I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life ; no man 
Cometh to the Father but by Me." 

" Here," said the stranger, offering a book to Cyril, 
" is a chart of your journey. The land in which you 
now dwell belongs, as you have often heard, to the 
dark and powerful prince who conquered it, and made 
you his slaves and tributaries ; and though the Lord' 
of the distant city once owned all this country, and 
will again hereafter, yet for a time all the region and 
its inhabitants belong to the dark monarch of whom 
I speak. Tou must pass in your journey through the 
city where he dwells, and there is great risk in that 
passage ; but if you trust in the Lobd, Who loves 
you, He will release you.. Till you have passed the 
city of Azrael, the wicked prince, you cannot set out 
fairly and fully on your journey home : all pass through 
that trial : it is oidy by that means you can renoimce 
your allegiance to him, and free yourself eventually 
from his bondage and your feet from his shackles* 
When once you have been released from his captivity, 
you will pursue your journey with greater facility ; 
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you will have some trouble in reaching the city of you^ 
conqueror, and before you are free from him you will 
have many pangs more. Are you ready to undergo 
this ? to renounce his allegiance, and to bear the 
full outbreak of his rage when he finds out your in- 
tention ? for he leaves those who dwell here in quiet 
enough. But each one from hence who appears within 
sight of his city gate, he looks on as deserters, and 

Eours on them all his vengeance. But mind him not, 
e cannot harm you ; * Greater is He which is for 
you, than he which is against you ;' you will be * more 
than conquerors through Him Who loved you.' " 



CHAPTER IIL 

THE ELESH. 
** With her much fair speech she caused him to yield.*' 

The next day they were on their journey : time 
passed well enough away. Cyril was satisfied with 
his undertaking, and the hope of the future bore him 
up through many a trouble. " The land that was very 
far off " lived before him in glowing and radiant beauty, 
and each step he took seemed to bring him manifestly 
nearer to it ; it came at each day in clearer light and 
colour, like distant hills " in clear shining after rain." 
It lived before him ; and though it was very far off, and 
scarcely more than a glow of glory with an outline in 
front, still it filled the happy boy's mind with such 
lovely thoughts as even made the tears run down his 
face while he looked at it. He never felt tired ; in 
the night-time he scarce wanted sleep, but ever kept 
bis eye on the light, which gleamed through the nigbt 
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out of the horizon, clear and living as crystal in a 
mine ; and when the night gave way to morning, and 
the grey colours came out, the city still stood out in 
living lustre, only slightly changed to suit the daylight. 
It indeed went before him like " a pillar of fire by 
night and a pillar of cloud by day.** The city never 
slept ; and Cyril was so taken up in gazing at it, that 
he often did not speak for hours, he so well knew the 
peculiar outline of the towers as they stood out before 
him. The city stood four-square, and was built on a 
hill exceedingly high ; and when sometimes he used the 
glass the Bright One had given him, it brought it aU 
the nearer to him, and he could see the colours rich 
and glowing, and figures most fair and shining going 
in and out at the open gates. But through these 
gates he never saw, save the glory which burst like a 
sea of light and fire from the open portals. 

" Oh, Cvril, why don't you talk more to me ?" said 
little Flonzel ; " you never speak, but will always be 
looking at the distant city. I am sure I love it too, 
but I could not be always looking at it ; but you never 
do any thing else. Do talk to me.'* 

"Dear Florizel," said Cyril, smiling, "I will. 
But oh, the sight is so lovely I cannot help gazing 
at it. To think we shall live there! to think that 
is our home ! that we have a place within the open 
gate ! to think how easy it is to reach it, when I 
thought it would have been so hard ! Oh, Flonzel, I 
cannot help looking, and talking but little : if I do 
talk it must be of that." 

Then I remembered that it was said, " Out of the 
abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh.*' 

"Yes, Cyril, yes; I know. But you know we 
have to pass a dreadful valley first, so dark and cold, 
they say." 

" I cannot think of that," said Cyril, " while I look 

at the city beyond. Besides, you know, the King 

Himself will be with us then ; for He says, * When 

thou paaaeat through the valley of the shadow of 
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deatb, I am with thee ; My rod and staff they oom- 
fort thee." 

" Oh, Cyril/* cried Pietro, from behind, " do wait; 
I am so tired I cannot keep up with you. I really 
half regret that I ever set out on this journey." 

" Strange ;" thought Cyril. '* But," said he aloud, 
** come, Pietro, look through this glass, and see the 
city, that will cheer you on. Oh, it is enough to carry 
you through a hundred troubles !" 

" Oh, the city !" cried Pietro ; " I never can see it 
if I look. Besides, how can one's legs be rested by 
seeing beautiful sights P I have had enough of it 
already : I do not wish to see it, I have a great mind 
to go Back." 

Then Cyril remembered how it was written in his 
book, *' He that putteth his hand to the plough and 
looketh back is not fit for the kingdom of Q-od." 

I saw the boys now began to cheer themselves with 
singing soul-inspiring hymns, full of joyous melody, 
which roused their spirits and gave them strength 
for the journey ; and it was because Cyril had looked 
in his book, and found that in seasons of sadness they 
were to sing hymns, and that the children of toe 
LoBD were ^' to speak to each other in psalms, and 
hymns, and spiritual songs ;" so they went on their 
way rejoicing. 

" I am faint and weary," said Pietro ; " I would 
halt awhile." 

" Oh, Pietro," said Cyril, " take courage : if in the 
land of footmen you be weary, what will you do in the 
swelling of Jordan ?" 

It was with much diflSculty that Cyril and Florizel 
could bear up Pietro' s fainting spirits. I noticed that 
the one especial trial of this part of their journey were 
the doud and darkness. It was so intense, that all the 
many attractions which had hitherto drawn Pietro's 
attention were totally obscured. Florizel declared 
constantly he saw the light through the clouds, but 
Pietro saw nothing. 
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. " I doubt almost if there be a land beyond," said 
he ; " I fear, after all, that all those whom we have 
met returning have brought true report that there is 
no land at all, and our labour has been in vain." 

"Then," said Cyril, "how do you account for the 
many blessed ones who have passed this way, whose 
names we have heard from time to time, and who 
have never returned ? More than once, even in this 
cold mist, I have read their names by the wayside : 
iTacob, Joseph, and David." 

" Very true," said Pietro ; " I like your words ; 
they are comforting to my spirit." 

So the travellers continued their journey to the far-i 
off land. 

It happened, some days after they had set out, 
and were walking along the narrow pathway which 
led through the desert, that they were met by a 
person who was coming away from the land to which 
they were bound. It was towards evening, and at the 
foment the heavy dews of the wilderness rose up and 
bid the distant hill from their sight. He had a very 
fair appearance and a winning manner ; and thougn 
he addressed himself to Pietro at first, Cyril felt no 
imwillingness to gaze at him. 

** Sit down, pilgrims," said the traveller, " and rest 
awhile ; I would learn something of your journey and 
its object." 

** It may not be for long," said Cyril ; " we are hur- 
rying to be onwards, and we are specially bidden not 
to linger," And I saw that he took from his bosom 
his book, and read aloud to his companions, " The night 
is far spent ; the day is at hand." 

" "We cannot go on for ever," said Pietro, peevishly 5 
** we shall sink with fatigue. "We have gone through 
already more than any of our old companions ; and 
although I am glad to do much for the bright reward 
We shall have, I do not feel it needful to lead quite so 
laborious a life," 

Cyril was proceeding to sit down on a stone seat 
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■whicli stood by the wayside, provided by the King for 
His travellers, when the stranger pointed to a small 
gate which led into a soft and delicious garden on 
the other side, and begged them to enter there ; " for," 
he said, "the rest was far sweeter, and most of the 
pilgrims did enter therein and found repose." 

"Let us in," said Pietro, urging forward ; " I like 
its appearance much ; I shall rest there for one." 

Cyril hesitated. " I am directed," said be, " to 
rest only on the seat by the wayside ; I do not believe 
that any of the King's people rest there." 

"Say what you will," said the other; "here are 
names of many of his best servants who have rested 
h^^, and have long since entered their home." 

Now I noticed a strong inclination in all three to 
enter ; and when the last remark was followed up by 
the stranger pointing out the names of many written 
over the doorway of those who had entered in, such as 
David the king, and others of glorious name, Cyril 
consented. But as he went towards the gate, he 
chanced to cast his eye on the stone seat which stood 
opposite, on which the moon shone very softly, and he 
there saw the name of Joseph written in living letters, 
and mention made of his having stayed there on some 
remarkable occasion. He wavered, and turned to their 
new guide for direction. The expression of the 
stranger's face was very remarkable ; it had a soft 
hue, and his eyes were cast down with a humble 
expression to the ground ; a slight shade hung on his 
brow, cast by the cap he ^^ore, which concealed his 
name, which was writteif on his forehead. His whole 
appearance delighted the youths, and his manner was 
so sad and sweet, that it partook of the very tone 
of the land to which they journeyed. Still Cyril 
hesitated. 

"I see you hesitate," said the stranger; "but you 
need not ; I am one who have erred once, but am now 
devoted to the service of the King to whom you go, 
and only wish to make amends for my faults by striv- 
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ing to help and serve pilgrims on the road. Turn in 
and rest; to-morrow morning I will attend you on 
your journey." 

His manner in saying these words was so melan- 
choly, so little partook of a false tone, his whole bear- 
ing was so refined and so calm, that the youths could 
not resist him, and they entered. A gentle soft air 
at once played around them, and they were delighted 
with the delicious repose l^e place offered. The 
softest grass and moss clothed the ground, and the 
sweetest flowers filled the air with perfume. 

I noticed a marked difference in the youths : while 
Pietro rushed quickly on, fascinated and delighted by 
the scene around him, Cyril cast many lingering and 
anxious looks behind, as if he felt a longing to return ; 
but the passage behind them became closed up, and 
soft sounds and airs at length lulled all his senses to a 
calm, peaceful security. They made their way down 
several paths strewn with flowers and laden with 
odours, following their guide, until at length they 
reached an open spot where, on the grass, beneath the 
moonlight, appeared several who seemed to be musing 
in a kind of ecstasy of pleasure, all appearing to be 
under a charm. The air itself was of a lulling and 
soothing character, and the boys in a moment fell 
under its influence ; and a singular feature in their 
condition was, that though so far from the road from 
which they had deviated, and seemingly so forgetful 
of their aim and purpose, each one was occupied in 
striving to see the golden gate amid the trees in the 
far distance. 

There was nothing coarse or offensive in those 
around them, but all spoke in a gentle and melancholy 
tone, and they conversed to each other of the land to 
which they were bound. The spot they had chosen 
was surrounded by trees, and moss of the softest kind 
was lit up by the moonlight. All appeared awaiting 
some entertainment. 

**This is truly delightful," said Pietro. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE ALABM. 

** Her house is the way to hell, 
Going down to the chambers of death.'* 

So passed the night, and so lulling and delicious 
was its influence, that the boys seemed wholly to for- 
get their journey, their object, and their pilgrima£;e. 
Their compaoions were of the most agreeaole and ras- 
cinating kmd, and through the long hours charmed 
them with their conversation and their merriment. 
Their guide especially was with them, and spoke often 
of the Lord of the land to which they were going. The 
soft light of moonshine, mellowed by the dewy air, gave 
a lovdy appearance to every feature and K)rm ; and 
by degrees the anxieties of even Cyril were hushed. 
At length, as morning began to break, a voice sounded 
through the garden — shriU, piercing, and keen — ^which 
echoed so awfully as to make them start from the 
places where thev had fallen asleep in dull security. " 

Cyril was the first to spring to his legs, when, to his 
horror, his eye fell on the company among which he 
had been lymg, and he looked on the hideous faces 
of a band of corpses, who grinned and stared at him 
from their resting-places, reclining here and there in 
awful repose. And had these been the companions of 
his night ? Where was the guide ? 

" Pietro, Florizel!" cried he; "wake! wake! we 
are betrayed, undone, lost!" But they slumbered 
heavily, and again the voice sounded as of one who 
came in search of some one lost. The second time 
Cyril knew the voice to be the messenger's from the 
far-off land he had seen before, and he trembled. The 
voice cried, — 

" I come to seek and to save that which was lost ; 

c 
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how long, ye simple ones, will ye love folly ? Come, 
now, let us reason together." 

But the hideous spectacle before him riveted all 
Cjrril's powers, and he could not move. As he was a 
second time trying to wake his companions, the guide 
who decoyed tnem passed before him. 

"Follow me," said he; "yon voice bodes nought 
but destruction to us all." 

Cyril looked, and his eye fell on a skeleton ; the 
face of his guide, which had appeared lovely the night 
before, was now more hideous than those around— ^ 
gaunt, bony, and ghastly, it too was the face of a 
corpse. 

" Fly, Pietro, fly !— awake, Florizel ! we are deceived 
and undone," cned Cyril, in his alarm and terror. 
But he could not rouse the boys, for they were both 
of them spell-bound and unable to move in this garden 
of death. 

Meantime the most awfiil noise and darkness filled 
the garden, and all that had before seemed so beautiful 
assumed a ghastly and dreadful air. Cyril made a 
headlong flight from the scene ; but, strange to say, as 
he made his escape, more than once he felt an 
impulse to return, and many sweet sounds and feel- 
ings soothed him and made him long to stop; the 
very figures which were scattering like phantoms 
before and around him, assumed more and more beau- 
tiful and fascinating aspects, and beckoned him to 
follow again into the glades and woods around. It 
required no small effort to make his escape ; the way 
became dark and slippery, and what had appeared 
easy of approach wis exceedingly difficult for de- 
parture. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE CITY OF OAPTIYITT. 

'' A certain man went down from Jerusalem to Jericho, and fell 
among thieves." 

I THOUGHT in my dream that I was on a boundless 
plain of burning sand ; no rocks, trees, or clouds met 
my eye. It was a wide, vast area of sand. I thought 
I was weary and exhausted with a long journey, and 
besan to reel that I should wander on to my death 
before I found rest, shelter, or water. While I was 
in this condition, I saw the figures which I had seen 
in my former dream on a sudden appear against the 
sky on the horizon. I was glad to see forms which I 
knew, and hastened towards them ; as I by degrees 
drew nearer, I saw the group consisted of Cyril, and 
Florizel, and Pietro, while behind them were a new 
company who had overtaken them. But a change had 
come over them since last I saw them ; they were 
heavily chained, fettered in hand and foot. A man 
was driving them on with a lash ; his countenance was 
awful and severe, and I turned away from it with 
dread. 

The children were weeping bitterly, and I saw on 
their backs marks of blood, as if the lash had been 
used with cruel severity. As I approached, they 
looked up at me, and seemed to implore my aid and 
protection. I was exceedingly touched, and approached 
the man. 

" Why do you drive these children so cruelly ?" said 
I ; ** they cannot walk faster, and their feet are sorely 
cut by the stones.*' 

The man looked at me, and smiled sarcastically. 
" I do not see how it concerns you," said he. 

•* I speak in the cause of mercy,*' said I ; " everyone 
has a right to interfere then." 

"Ask, then, those who will answer you^" aaid tilokS^k 
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man; and repeating his blows, urged on the poor boys 
with his lash. 

I heard them raise their loud cry to heaven ; I 
saw the young ones look up with pleading earnest- 
ness into the elder one's face, and they moved on : 
I seldom saw a more piteous sight. I wondered 
what it could mean, and stood for some time gazing 
after them. They stood up with peculiar distinctive- 
ness and sadness against the vast waste of sand all 
around. I looked at the tall figure of the driver, and 
the flowing skirts of the children, till I could see them 
no more ; and I pursued my journey, occupied with 
sad thoughts. I had not gone far before another 
jsimilar party — ^two aged persons, whose white hair and 
bent down forms called loudly for a different treat- 
ment, were being driven in chains by a man similar to 
the former. One of them was intreating mercy. 

"I am weary," I heard him say, "very weary; 
these limbs are old and worn. Oh, urge me no 
further !'' 

I saw the blood was oozing from his wrists and 
ankles, where the fetters gored them. I again drew 
near the driver, under the hopes of being able to con- 
ciliate him. 

" Those aged pilgrims, sir, surely should have a more 
merciful fate : let me intreat to know whither you are 
driving them." 

I was met by a manner equally sullen and morose, 
^ave that the man told me he was driving them to the 
mines on the border of the desert. 

** For what purpose ?" said I. 

" To dig gold." 

" Oh, sir," said the old man, " if you can save us, 
do : you little know our fearful doom, for you seem a 
stranger here. We are doomed to dig in darkness 
underground by day and night, in the mines beneath 
this burning plain. Oh, save us, kind sir, if you can." 

" I would," said I, " gladly ; but, alas ! I know not 
how:* 
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" We are condemned there for life," said he ; " we 
shall never be free." 

He spoke it' with a cry of bitterness which thrilled me. 

" Go on," said the voice of their cruel oppressor, 
"goon!" 

And again the lash was inflicted, and the thong 
divided, and the shriek of anguish pierced the sky ; 
and I turned suddenly away, as the aged captives 
passed to their doom across the burning sand. 

I pursued my melancholy journey. 1 had forgotten 
alike the thirst and the fatigue. I had travelled on, 
I scarce knew how far, when, towards the sinking of 
the sun, I saw suddenly before me a vast and awful 
tower, exceeding high, which rose up from the plain of 
eand : it was of a dark black colour, and a huge clock 
seemed to be fixed to its front with gigantic banc's, 
which pointed to the hours. A long shadow stretched 
out over the plain, which, as the sun was sinking, 
reached even to me. The sight of the tower filled me 
with an inexpressible awe: it was like some spectre, and 
seemed in my mind closely connected with the sad 
groups of captives who were now far away out of sight. 
As I drew nearer, I saw that, under the tower, there 
rose by degrees from the sand a city. 

The houses round the tower were thickly built, and 
seemed to indicate a large and flourishing city ; but the 
same dry and arid appearance struck me as had marked 
all the plain hitherto, and I saw not a single tree near, 
or the thinnest stream of water. I saw in the middle 
of the wall before me a large gateway, and directed 
my way to it rapidly, thinking that I might here gain 
some information as to the strange scenes I had been 
witnessing. The gate was of solid black marble, and 
over it was an inscription I could not understand. I 
accordingly entered, and found myself in a narrow 
street, from which many smaller streets seemed to 
lead. I had not looked about me long before I saw a 
man approaching me, whose appearance so pleased me 
that I determined to address him. 
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" Pray, sir," said I, " can you tell me where I am, 
and what this city is, and what the history is of those 
groups of unhappy persons I have passed on the 
plain?" 

"Alas !*' said the man, "if you know nothing of the 
town, it is a pity you came here at all : happy those 
who never approach it." 

" But I am interested in the fate of those I have 
met on the plain, and I am bent on seeing if nothing 
can be done to alleviate such a sad amount of human 
suffering." 

" Then you are come on a foolish errand indeed, for 
many have come on it before, and gone back and 
"brought armies to destroy this city of sorrow; but 
.they have all been scattered to the wind. Tou have 
not to look far around these walls, and you will see 
bones and remains enough of the dead." 

" Indeed, indeed !" said I, anxiously. 

"Yes," said the other. "But you asked of the 
city : it is a city of slaves — a great market of human 
slaves, sold to the prince of the land.*^' 
. *• It is a very sad story," said I : " if I may be in- 
troduced to the ruler of the city, and see what may be 
seen, and if I can do anything to the relief of the suf- 
ferers, to do it — " 

My companion smiled. " Well," said he, " as you 
will ; but nothing but what he wills can ransom them or 
will be of any avail." 

I entered the gate of the city, and scarcely had I 
done so, when the bitter cry of human suffering broke 
upon my ear. I started ; the heat was intense, and 
when I turned, the shadow of that awful tower 
seemed to be cast before me: when I looked up, it 
rose immediately behind the houses, which were close 
at hand. The cries of distress were broken by inter- 
vals of deep stillness; so deep, that I could hardly 
imagine for the moment that any one was there. 
. I pursued the course my companion had advised, 
and so found myself «t the comer of the market-place ; 
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another step, and I was in it, when am appalling 
sight met my eye. It was thronged with human 
beings, all of whom were in chains ; they stood in tiers, 
round beneath the tower, which rose close behind 
them. They all seemed clothed alike, as if they be- 
longed to one man, and they hun^ their heads in deep 
dejection. I saw at different points that small com- 
panies were moving away, driven beneath the lash of 
those who had bought them; and I saw bitter and 
heart-rending partings between parents and children, 
and brothers from brothers. I saw one youth, who 
had at once attracted my interest, and I approached 
)iim ; he stood chained as the others, and the same air 
of deep dejection marked his appearance. It was 
Cyril. His eyes were fixed on the ground, and he 
seemed absorbed in deep and painful thought. I hesi- 
tated whether to disturb him ; out musing with anxiety 
to know how I could help the unfortunate sufferers, 1 
determined to address him; he stood a little apart 
from the rest, and I had an opportunity of a more 
private conference with him. 

" Fair youth," said I, " can you tell me the history 
of all these around me P for you, it seems, are a fellow 
sufferer with them, and can know and give satisfac- 
tory information concerning it." 
. He started, and as he turned his eye towards me, I 
was thrilled by the singularly sad and melancholy ex- 
pression he wore. He sighed. 

"We are captives," said he; "only few of thou- 
sands whom the lord of yonder tower has seized and 
bound as his slaves, to be sold, and to work in yonder 
mines across the plain : we fell from the road which 
led to freedom and to peace, and we are captives." 
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CHAPTEE VI. 



AZBAEL. 



** That they may recover themselves out of the snare of the 
devil, who are taken captive by him at hia will." 

• 

He had scarcely finished his sad story, when a sound 
attracted my notice, which startled me : it was the 
tolling of a loud bell, which sounded like some of those 
terrible sounds which scare the imagination in dreams, 
and from which we wake and are glad it was but a 
dream ; but this was real. 

" What is it ?" said I. 

** Hush !" said Cyril, " he comes — ^Azrael, from the 
dark tower ; he comes at evening to inspect the cap- 
tives, and to learn how many have been sold." 

I drew away behind the shadow of a pillar, that I 
might gaze on the being who seemed so powerful and 
so terrible. He descended the steps of his sombre 
palace slowly and with dignity ; he seemed conversing 
with two, who on either side were speaking with him, 
as if pleading, though in vain. An unaccountable 
shudder crept through my frame as I saw him come. 
He was dressed in a long black cloak, the folds of 
which fell on the steps of his palace, casting wide 
shadows ; his eye was keen ana dark, and glanced 
haughtily around him : a smile, in which I read con- 
temj^t and scorn, played round his lips. His com- 
plexion was pale, and his thin upper lip compressed 
an his lower gave an expression of firmness and deter- 
mination in no small degree; his voice was clear, 
and partook of the same expression of firmness and 
sarcasm which other features of his appearance had 
conveyed. 

^ I cannot, I will not," said he, as he approached 
the place where I was standing, ^'I have no one to 
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fear ; there is no one to whom I am responsible. 
Away ! they are mine, and shall be till death." And 
the suitors, whoever they were, drew reluctantly away. 

I saw now that two attendants followed him, who 
were armed with weapons of his vengeance and cruelty. 
Azrael stopped before Cyril, and gazed intently at 
him for a few moments. 

**Tou have been weeping, boy," said he, "and I 
bade you not ; your proud spirit must be humbled and 
brought down: it will but bring you deeper and 
keener anguish at the last." 

" Cruel man," said Cyril, " I defy your power: you 
cannot hurt me beyond your limit — ^that you know ; 
and nothing will humble me before your dark soul." 

Azrael smiled. " Bring hither the scourge again," 
said he. 

The attendants drew near, and placed their hands 
on Cyril's dress, which they drew down from his 
shoulders ; and I saw, to my horror, that the marks of 
still fresh blood, and wounds, were upon his body. 
I saw his under lip slightly quiver, as he turned 
his eye towards heaven, and clasped his chained 
hands. 

" Do you yield, proud boy P" 

•* Never !" said Cyril, firmly. 

** Then proceed," said he ; and the sound of the 
lash again echoed through the market-place, as 
they inflicted the terrible blows on the wounded back 
of the youthful slave. I closed my eyes, and when 
the persecutors had passed on, I repaired to Cyril ; he 
was faint, and leant for support against the pillar to 
which his chains were fastened. 

" Never mind," said Cyril ; " there tvill be a ran- 
som." He spoke with confidence and earnestness, 
and his eye beamed with joy as he spoke. " I know it 
will be so ; Azrael will be vanquished." 

" I am determined to see him," said I ; ** I will see 
Azrael to-night, and see if no persuasion or argument 
of mine can avail." 
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• Cyril smiled; I was determined; and telling the 
slave I would see him in the morning, I set off, de- 
termined to find the dark tower, which I had been 
told was the home of Azrael. 

The night was far spent, and the moon shone 
brightly on the ground. The thought of the intense 
human suffering which I left behind hastened my 
steps, and I passed street after street, until 1 turned a 
corner, which brought me in immediate sight of the 
tower. I approached the gateway of black marble 
which rose before me with anxiety and alarm; 
k large bell hung over it. I seized the rod which 
leant before it, to strike it, but an irresistible awe 
held me back ; I at length struck it, and the dreamy 
and sepulchral sound which tolled from it, and echoed 
far and wide over the distant plain, startled me so, that 
I half wished I had never struck it. I had scarcely to 
wait two minutes, before footsteps announced an 
answer to my summons ; and the huge gate gradually 
unfolded, and the form of one who seemed to be one 
o£ AzraePs satellites stood before me. The open gate 
brought before my view a hall, in which hung a huge 
lamp, whose rays shot a lurid glare around. The 
ends of the hall were lost in mist and haze, and round 
the walls hung chains, and ropes, and lashes, and fet- 
ters, and manacles, the signs and marks of captivity. 
I was gazing in horror at the awful sight, when a wild 
and bitter cry struck on my ear, as of one in deep 
anguish. I looked round, and I saw a woman, whose 
bowed down and feeble appearance betokened one 
whose groans were many, and whose hair was being 
brought down in sorrow to the grave. 

• " Oh, let me but see the Prince, let me but speak to 
him !" 

Surely, if words ever touched a heart yet, the cry of 
a mother for all she owned on earth will be listened 
to. He that opened the gate coldly laughed, and 
simply answered, 

''Mia heart was never touched by the cry of sorrow. 
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You must go where you would find mercy : we speak 
not its name here." 

" How can I go, when all I love are in chains in 
yonder market P And if 1 leave them, there is no one 
to wash their wounds, or bear their aching heads ; and 
if I return from my journey, I may find them gone ta 
the dark mines below the sandy plain. Oh, let me 
{)ut speak to him !" 

But the door closed upon her, and as I entered the 
corridor before me, I hesurd the cry of her agony, and 
I shuddered. 

But my guide gave me no time for thought or pity. 
He hurried me on through long passages, which led to 
the chambers of Azrael. Large lamps, which shed a 
lurid glare of red light, streamed from the roof, and lit 
up the awful insignia of captivity and death which 
hung along the walls. At length a door opened, which 
led me immediately into the awful presence. The 
saloon was magnificent, yet exceedingly terrible; it 
was vast beyond anything I had ever seen before. The 
intensity of the glare of the light was so great, that it 
took some time for me to discern the small, sharp, 
black point in the room, which indicated the presence 
of Azrael. He stood far from me, a single point in 
the midst of a ruddy light, which beamed from a hun^ 
dred lamps. He seemed gazing upon something which 
hung upon the wall; and I noticed that the whole 
wall was surrounded by what appeared to be the 
shadowy forms of pictures, which succeeded each other 
in the vast and almost interminable length of the 
room ; in shadowy succession, but yet so entirely paled 
by the surrounding light, that I could scarcely dis^ 
tinguish their separate outlines. Before Azrael lay a 
large book, which appeared to be open, and which he 
seemed to have been examining. The door closed be^ 
hind me, so that I found myself, whether I would or 
not, alone with this mysterious being. The whole 
room gave to me the idea of an attempt to exclude 
alike the light of day and the darkness of ni%^t^ ^sA 
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seemed the fitting habitation of one, who neither 
seemed .to wish to be investigated by others, nor to in- 
vestigate himself. I felt some degree of hesitation in 
approaching the figure I saw before me ; at last, how- 
ever, I summoned courage, and I drew near, and ap- 
parently unobserved and unnoticed by him, when I 
overheard the following soliloquy. 

" And wilt thou come ? and cannot the word be 
altered P I believe it not, it has long since become a 
dead letter. Have not the armies of mighty ones 
pressed the sand on yonder plain? and has not 
their dust long since been borne away on the wind 
of the wilderness, or been left to rot beneath the 
soil of the desert P Have not, ten times already, 
the trumpets of battle echoed through my lofty hall, 
and each time died away in faint echoes, borne by the 
feet of the fugitive and the captive P Do not my 
mines groan with the cries of those who are toiling 
for me in a hopeless captivity P And is not yonder 
market-place full of the forms of old men and child- 
ren, who only wait to walk forth to a similar toil ? 
And has not each year swelled the number of those I 
can call my own P And have not some of them been 
taught to kiss the fetters of captivity, and to dance 
like maniacs in captivity ? No, I believe it not; 
Where is he that can come to despoil my strong pa- 
lace, or to take from me the arms wherein I trust ? 
If there be one, he must have millions at his beck, 
and an armour invulnerable to clothe his bosom. I 
believe it not, I believe it not: away, cursed page, that 
tells me the living lie ; I have rent you a hundred 
times as I rend you now, and where is the hand that 
can unite thy fragments again P" 

And as he spoke, he tore in frantic fury the page 
and the book, and rent it to a hundred atoms : as he 
rent it I heard him gnash with his teeth, and his 
whole frame seemed to shake with visible emotion, one 
of the atoms he had torn off, borne by a gust of wind 
waa blown to mj bosom, and I caught it ; afterwards I 



AZBASL. 29 

looked at it, and I read written on it the following 
words : '^ The strons;' man armed keepeth his palace, 
but a stronger than he cometh upon him, and taketh 
from him all his armour wherein he trusted, and 
divideth his spoils." 

I had reason, in a day long afterwards, to remember 
the words, when events transpired of which I now but 
little imagined the advent ; out my eye now was en- 
tirely riveted on him who moved towards a curtain, 
hung on the blazing wall. He seemed for a moment 
to hesitate ; as he touched its hem he stamped with 
his foot, and drew the curtain suddenly away, and as 
he did it, there appeared as in the mime of a vast 
picture a Figure, which as I gazed at it for the 
instant it was exposed to view left an impression on my 
mind which can never be effaced ; but the curtain fell 
rapidly back, and the figure of Azrael sunk upon the 
ground with a heavy groan. He lay there I should 
think five minutes before he recovered, while I stood 
by anxious, hesitating, and alarmed ; he at length 
recovered, and suddenly starting to his feet saw me ; 
he placed his hand over his eyebrows, to bring me 
more vividly to the range of his eyesight; he then 
steadily approached me, his manner was as calm and 
collected as if nothing had happened, his keen and 
piercing glance seemed to shoot through me, and to 
penetrate my thoughts as molten lead running through 
the joints of armour. No face I had ever seen in 
the darkest and wildest dream of the night had ever 
appeared so inhumanly terrible, and yet there was 
something in it beautiful, which fascinated me while I 
looked. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

THE INErrECTUAL EANSOM. 

** By chance there came down a certain priest that way, and he 
passed by on the other side." 

" You would Bpeak to me/* he said. 

" Yes," I answered, " about the ransom of a slave.'* 

" Proceed," was the quick answer of Azrael. 

I described the youth I had just left in the market- 
place. 

" I know him," said the other rapidly : " your price, 
your price ; what do you propose to give ?" 

I mentioned the sum 1 had with me, the whole of 
my possession. He laughed coldly. 

" Not four times the sum would purchase him." 

I looked entreatingly, as my heart sunk within me 
at the prospect of disappointment. 

"Oh," said I, "think of the sorrows that are con- 
tained within that scene of slavery ! relent, mighty 
monarch, relent, and show mercy ; remember that 
mercy is the brightest jewel on the conqueror's brow." 

Azrael again laughed. " I cannot spell the word," 
said he ; " human suffering is my feast. Not my 
goblet, when it is crowned with purple wine ; not my 
board, when it groans beneath festive viands ; not the 
music, which rings nightly through my magnificent 
hall ; not the thousand rays, which flash from yonder 
lamps of purple and gold, have the power to charm 
me as much as the captive's cry ol agony, and the 
mother's farewell from her only child." 

Inhuman monster, thought I. He seemed to read 
my thoughts. 

" Can such a life be happy ?" said I to Azrael. 

" It is to me," said the aark king, "and that is all 

that matters to me : and look ye," said he, " if you 

brought eight times the sum, you should not have 

young Cynl, I have not tamed his haughty soul, 
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and I should never rest if I let him go before I had 
done it." 

'^ His brother ?" said I, in faltering tones, as a sud- 
den thought seemed to strike him. 

" Take him for the sum you have offered, if he be 
able to follow you." 

I hasted from the room, delighted even at this pro- 
posal; I hastened quickly to the place where Cyril 
still stood, Taint, bleeding, and exhausted. 

" I have failed," said I, approaching, " in ransoming 
you, but Florizel may go." 

" Thank God !" said the boy, trying to fold his 
manacled hands together. " Oh, hasten, before yon 
dark chieftain shall change his purpose ! Hasten, kind 
sir, and bear young Florizel from the citv. I 
can bear trouble, when I know his young limbs are 
not racked by the fetter, nor his body lashed by the. 
scourge." 

I turned quickly to the part of the market-place 
where Florizel, with his hands folded before his breast 
stood pensively and sadly, apathetic with trouble. 

" You are freed !" said I to Florizel. " I have pur^ 
chased your freedom." And by the mandate I bore 
from Azrael, I bid one of those who were present to 
knock off his chains ; they seemed to strike them off, 
but his hands remained fettered as before. Florizel 
stood motionless, his cold calm features looking like 
chiselled marble, or some alabaster statue in a grove by 
moonlight. 

** Whither should I flee P" said he, with an expresh 
sion of something like scorn. 

" Nay," said I, "it is the wish of Cyril you should 
fly, it is your duty to escape from this dark city ; flee 
with me across the plain, we may even now meet the 
stronger than Azrael, to set the captive free." 

" My duty !" said Florizel, looking up ; " does 
Cyril say it is my duty to flee ?" 

" Come with me," said I quickly ; " follow me to 
where he stands, he yearns to see you." 
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Florizel followed, and I led the way to the corner 
of the market-place, where his brother stood. Light 
broke like morning over the shadowed countenance of 
the youthful captive, at the sight of his brother. 

" Oh, riorizel, my young brother !'* said he ; " flee, 
Florizel, flee ! this city is not fit for thee, my young 
brother, to breathe its polluted air another hour." 

" Plee, Cyril ?" said Florizel : " How can 1 P ShaU 
I leave you behind ? No, Cyril, let me stay, stay to 
bathe your brow when you are weak, and staunch the 
blood which flows from your wounds." 

"Oh, Florizel, fly," said Cyril; "it is your duty. 
Go, seek Him, who 1 know is coming, though we 
have not yet heard His footfall on the desert : I know 
He is coming, who shall redeem the captive and let 
the prisoner go free. * I know that my Eedeemer 
liveth, and that He shall stand at the latter day on 
the earth ; and though worms destroy this body, yet 
in my flesh shall I see Him.' " 

The soul of Cyril seemed wrapped up in a fervent 
ecstasy as he uttered these words, and young Florizel 
stood gazing at him, like a star that gazes on the moon, 
or like the planet of the morning, that looks with 
steady though paling lustre on the rising sun. 

I stood looking on the forms of the brothers in mute 
surprise. 

"And there lives the man,' ' said I to myself, " the being 
who takes delight in inflicting sorrow on such as these." 

I know not how the interview would have ended, 
or what would have been the result, had not an un- 
expected circumstance broken in upon the train of our 
thoughts. It was now long past midnight, and the 
heavenly radiance of the moon shone down upon us 
with calm and lovely lustre ; before me, for some half 
mile, stood the clusters of the captives in sad and 
silent groups, and motionless ; they stood more like 
marble figures, which you see in a long grove by 
moonlight, pallid, and cold, and still. At this instant 
in the far distance, so far that it was scarcely audible, 
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the sound of trumpets burst upon our ear, in the 
death-like stillness of the night they appeared more 
terrible ; scarcely had the sound died away in faint 
echoes before the loud and clear tones of the se- 
pulchral clock chimed the hour of midnight. Cyril 
started. 

"Did you hear that ?" said he. "Florizel, do you 
not remember that the book, which he took from us, 
said that the stronger than he should come at mid- 
night, or at the cock crowing, or in the morning ? It 
but now struck midnight. Young Plorizel, He comes, 
and with Him the release from our chains, the release 
from our captivity." 

We listened with the deep attention with which 
one listens to the breathing of the dying to catch once 
more that clarion note, but it came not again. 

"Fly, fly, kind sir!" said Cyril; "fly to yonder 
tower on the wall, and look towards the distance, 
tell us if you can see aught that may indicate His 
approach." 

I hastened to the spot to which he pointed, and 
standing on the wall I put my hands over my eyes 
and gazed over the boundless waste, but I could see 
nothing, all was hazy moonlight or yellow sand ; and 
having looked for some minutes, I turned round to 
go to my companions, when on lookiug back I was 
startled by a glare of light issuing from the window 
in the awfnl tower ; it was exceeding high up, but in 
the light there appeared the small black form of a 
figure, who seemed watching at the window. It was 
fts of one who leans his face upon his hands, and he 
is gazing into boundless space to catch a sight or a 
sound. The figure looked black, and small, and keen, 
against the red lustre that glowed behind : it did not 
require another glance to tell me it was Azrael, and I 
doubted not that he too had heard the trumpet of 
midnight, and was gazing far and wide to see if any 
one approached. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

THE INEEEECTTJAL EESCUE. 

" And Saul armed David with his armour. And David assayed 
to go : and David said to Saul, I cannot go with these, for I have 
not proved them." *• The battle is not to the strong." 

As I stood watching, I could just descry, with the 
utmost diflSculty in the extreme distance, rising in 
the moonlight, a mighty cloud of dust, as if the sand 
of the desert were swept by the simoon ; it stretched 
far and wide, as far as my eye could reach, and seemed 
like the advance of a mighty host, coming forth con- 
quering and to conquer. At this moment it was that I 
heard clearly the cry of the morning cock, as it crew 
in the town below me, and was answered by the dis- 
tant echo of another bird of the morning far away on 
the plain, and again I remembered what Cyril had 
said to me, that the stronger man might come at the 
cock crowing. But, however, I had not long to con- 
template the scene before me, or to consider what 
might be the fate of the captives, if indeed this 
were an army of deliverance ; for already a stir was 
manifest throughout the wakelul city. Azrael had 
left the window, and I could hear his clear clarion- 
like voice resounding through the streets of the 
town ; he was marshalling his troops for the con- 
test, and the pawing of horses, and the clashing of 
steel, were heard far and wide : he gave his orders with 
clearness and precision, and I imagined every now 
and then I could distinguish that laugh, which he 
seemed to intersperse with every thing he said. The 
walls and parapets were fast thickening with the forms 
of men, and sentinels and watchmen on the towers 
were moving along the whole line in the City of Cap- 
tivitjr, 1 hastened from my post to tell Cyril what I 
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had seen, and to consult with him of the best course 
to pursue. 

" Your deliverance is at hand," said I, " I have no 
doubt that this is the approach of your Redeemer.'* 

" May it be so," said Cyril, folding his arms in the 
attitude of earnest supplication ; " may it be so, al- 
though I know from past experience, from the history 
of days gone by, when men thought He was coming, 
that He came not. But see,** said he, " see, where 
down yonder street towards the southern gate, the 
mighty host of Azrael is passing, they clearly are led 
on with full expectation of scattering the army, which 
is advancing for our rescue." 

I turned, and I saw in the distance up the street, 
line upon line, which followed Azrael' s step ; they 
were all clothed in steel armour, which flashed in the 
rays of the now rising sun, their loug black plumes 
floated in the air, and every countenance bore the 
mark of one, who was a renegade from a former and 
holier cause ; the satanical laugh, the scornful smile, 
the vindictive malice, which flashed in every dark and 
lowei'ing eye, and added to all these, a shade of inex- 
pressible remorse, which ever and anon crossed and 
darkened their features, gave them the appearance of 
the most terrible host that my eye had rested upon ; 
but by the wish of Cyril, I again repaired to the wall, 
and now indeed a wonderful sight burst upon my eye. 
Far and - wide, to the utmost limit of my sight, a 
mighty host was spread out, which covered the wilder- 
ness like locusts ; they were all radiant with the glow- 
ing beams of the morning light ; in front were seated 
some on horses of snow-white appearance, with chaftrons 
of silver that gleamed on every brow, and advanced in 
stately and measured tread towards the walls of the 
City of Captivity. In the centre an enormous banner 
hung its folds around a staff*, which resembled a cross : 
and far and wide, from east to west, rose the sound of 
martial music, which seemed to fill the heaven with 
its victorious melody. 
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Every warrior was dressed in armour that gleamed 
like silver, and every eye seemed radiant with motives 
of purity and truth. I contrasted them with that 
awful army I had gazed at but a few minutes before, 
who even now were wending through the valley, be- 
Hrween the desert and the town ; and I wondered 
whether Azrael would dare to meet so terrible a host. 
Admiration and awe first made me pause, but recover- 
ing myself in the course of a minute, expectation of 
the approaching conflict, and the delight at the pros- 

r)ct 01 the delivery of the captives, swelled my soul, 
was on the point of leaving the wall again to carry 
my tidings to Cyril, when one, who seemed to be the 
leader of the advancing army, rode out in front of the 
foremost rank. He was young, but exceeding beau- 
tiful to behold, his face beamed like starlight in a 
winter's night, he bore in his hand the white flag of 
an embassy of peace, as he rode towards the gate of 
the city to demand the surrender in the name of the 
advancing army. 

He wound his horn before the gateway of the city, 
and summoned the town to a surrender ; he threw 
down the gauntlet of his defiance on the threshold of 
the gateway, and told his brief message, that he had 
come in the name of tens of thousands, that he had 
come to demand the release of the captives, and the 
surrender of Azrael. 

A laugh of unutterable scorn, which resounded 
through the streets of the town, which I heard with 
a shudder, was the only answer. The youth retired, 
and in five minutes more, the folds of the banner 
were unrolled, and I read, emblazoned in letters of 
gold, the words " Chivalry" and " Truth ;" but I pre- 
sently saw no more, for against every portion of the 
town, wall, barricade, and barbican, the arrows of the 
besieging party rattled down as thick as hail, and 
threatened death to all who might be within their 
reach. 

I turned back to Cyril, and told him the sum- 
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mons, and the name I had seen on the flag. He 
smiled. 

" Those are not the names,*' said he, " nor is that 
the motto of Him, who is doomed to conquer; the 
stronger than Azrael has not yet come, though I know 
He will yet come." 

"You must be mistaken," said I; "the armies 
round the town are multitudes, like swarms of locusts." 

" Never mind," said Cyril, " let us bide the issue of 
the contest, for by the noise of yonder storms of 
arrows, and cries of the dying, the battle has already 
begun and rages hotly." 

I was too anxious for the result of the battle to 
wait long with Cyril, and soon took up my station 
again, but already the great gates of the town were 
thrown open, and Azrael, at the head of a long 
column, was sallying forth. The charge was des- 
perate and terrible beyond words, but Azrael pre- 
vailed, the hosts were scattered like gossamer to 
the wind. Death in every hideous form in a few 
minutes lay round me, horses with starting nostrils 
and bloodshot eyes rode riderless across the plain, and 
wounded warriors, with one foot in the stirrup, were 
dragged in their death's agony through the tumult of 
defeat. ' Wherever I looked, Azrael was in the hottest 
of the fight, and wherever he moved men fell like 
wheat before the sickle. I fled to tell Cyril it was as 
he had said ; many a captive in the market-place 
wept and wailed aloud, when they heard the disap- 
pointments of their hopes ; but Cyril lifted up his 
chained hands to heaven, and with a fervour and 
earnestness I never shall forget said, " I know that 
my Redeemer liveth, and will stand at the latter day 
upon the earth." 

But by this time a new scene had presented itself; 
the leader of the enemy was himself a captive, and 
being led through the open gate of the city in the 
triumph of the advancing Azrael ; many hundreds 
fettered and manacled as he was followed in his rear. 
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A vast pit was rapidly prepared in the neighbourhood 
of the market-place, and the prisoners were placed 
fettered and manacled round its brink. Azrael took 
his place in the centre of the great host. I saw upon 
the arms of the foremost captive, the leader of the 
army, the name of " Elois." 



CHAPTEE IX. 

THE INEEFECTIJAL WITNESS. 

" I have sent unto you My servants the Prophets, rising up 
early and sending them : hut ye have not inclined your ear.'' 

A SPECTACLE of a most appalling nature now met 
my eye ; the thousand captives chained hand and feet 
which crowded the market-place, hung their heads in 
deep dejection at the melancholy wailings, which de- 
noted tne defeat of the vast army, which for the hun- 
dredth time had come to their relief ; troops of new cap- 
tives poured in through every street from the conquered 
host, and presently the awful voice of Azrael sounded 
in terrible echoes round the city, ordering double 
chains to be placed upon the captives, and additional 
lashes to be laid on their shoulders. At the sight of 
so much intense suffering I stood appalled ; I looked, 
and was surprised there was none to help, and won- 
dered there was none to uphold, for I could not help 
saying to myself, 

** Surely these are a people who have a King stronger 
than Azrael, children who have a Saviour!*' and I 
could not help crying out in a voice which appeared 
audible, " O Loed, how long ?" 

By this time Azrael had taken his seat on a lofty 
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throne, erected for the purpose in the market-place, 
and Elois, bound hand and foot, was dragged before 
him. On his helmet I read the words " Chivalry " 
and "Truth;" his pale but haughty eye glanced 
fiercely at the dark monarch, and his lip curled with 
contempt as he gazed on the instruments of torture 
which lay around. 

** Tell me, whence are you, and what is your name ?" 
was the stem demand of the king. 

" My name is Elois," said the youth, with a clear 
and a determined voice ; " and I come from the border 
of a land of One who is stronger than thou." 

" There is none stronger than I in the universe of 
God," said Azrael, his lip quivering with passion. 

"There is One," said Elois, "who bade me wait 
till He was ready, to set forth conquering and to con- 
quer ; but I was impatient, and I would not tarry, 
therefore it is my banners are trailed in the dust, and 
my proud legions scattered; but He will yet come 
and fulfil His destiny by dethroning thee." 

A deep hush pervaded the whole market-place, as 
this discourse went on, all seemed listening to the 
discourse on either side. 

"Youth," said Azrael, "you are young, bold, and 
free, I would not shed your young blood before your 
sun has seen its noon, join me and my armies, and all 
shall be forgiven, resist another five minutes and yonder 
stake shall be your lot." 

" Five seconds are enough," said Elois, haughtily. 
" I accept the stake, and renounce the king. Cap- 
tives, I die for you," looking round the vast throng of 
groaning victims, " and I tell you, if it be my last words, 
One wiU come, who will set you free, and you will be 
free indeed." 

" Drown his voice," said Azrael, " and drag him to 
the stake ;" for already a pile had been raised in the 
centre of the town, and beK)re two minutes had elapsed 
Elois stood bound to the. centre stake. In another 
minute a cloud of smoke had curled thickly round his 
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feet, the keen yellow tongue of flame had licked upward 
towards his face, and in five minutes more, before the 
gazing eyes of hundreds, the body of -Elois sunk amid 
the ashes. Azrael laughed. " So perish all those who 
attempt to set the captives of my kingdom free." 

Despondency sunk upon the faces of all around, 
and it was quite clear that many had given up all 
hopes of release. 

I spent that evening as I had many before, in wan- 
dering about amidst the captives, and tried to cheer 
their fainting spirits, though day after day I found that 
many had been purchased by the merchants of the 
desert to toil in the dreaded mines. 

This evening wending further than usual beyond the 
precincts of the market-place, I came upon one aged pil- 
grim seated upon a stone, the chains of whose captivity 
seemed to rest with singular harshness on his withered 
hand and trembling foot, a sweet and serene expres- 
sion of countenance showed me beyond doubt that 
the mind of the captive was at rest. I stood before 
him, and expressed my deep regret at his position. 

" Weep not for me," said the aged captive, " the 
day of my release is at hand ; I have been expecting 
it for years, and I almost fancy now I hear the footfall 
of my Liberator on the sand of the desert." 

I was astonished by the faith which was unquenched 
by the terrible disaster of the recent battle ; I ex- 
pressed my surprise to my companion. 

" Ah," he said, " it is not the sword or the bow that 
will save, it is He that travelleth alone, mighty to 
save." 
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CHAPTEE X. 

THE BANSOM, THE BESGUE, AKD THE WITNESS. 
** The Lord cometh as a thief in the night." 

Many weeks passed away before anything remark- 
able occurred in the City of Captivity. I clearly saw 
that the case of the captives had beceme far worse by 
the melancholy failure of the last effort for their re- 
lease. An event at last took place, which filled me 
with the deepest anxiety for those in whom I had taken 
so keen an interest. I heard, one evening, on return- 
ing to my solitary chamber on the wall, that a company 
of slave merchants had arrived at the gate of the city, 
and had been admitted, at the palace of Azrael, for a 
conference of the highest importance. 

Cyril was gone, and the City of Captivity seemed 
sad, past words: still I lingered there, I could not 
leave it ; I felt I might still serve the unhappy, and 
though my spirit was oppressed, I determined to stay 
there. Troops of captives had entered and occupied 
the place of the departed ones ; and troops of dark 
ones daily left the town on some mission of cruelty, 
and always returned with new victims of their rapacity. 
I do not know how long I had been there ; 1 often 
thought of Cyril, and longed that he were there to 
comfort ; and, indeed, the dark mystery which hung 
around his fate, made his position more sad. I fancied 
him through the livelong hours of the night toiling in 
some dark mine below ground. 

One night I lay in my bed in the small chamber on 
the wall, one window of which looked out on the vast 
and boundless plain, and the other on the palace of 
Azrael. How long I had slept, I do not know ; my 
dreams had been exceeding beautiful. I started up at 
some mysterious sound coming through my windo^ic., 
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which stood open from the intense heat of the night : 
the moonlight was shining in on the floor, brilliantly 
and beautifully. I rested my head on my arm, as it 
leant on the pillow, and gazed out of the window, when 
again a very far but distinct sound fell upon my ear : 
it was wild, solitary, mysterious ; it was like a trumpet 
sounding very far away, and its echoes died off on 
either side of the boundless plain : and then seemed 
to follow a voice, whose faint echoes reached my ear ; 
it seemed to say, " Behold, I come quickly, and My 
reward is with Me." 

I thought of Cyril and his book ; I thought of his 
high hope and expectation, his burning and unflinching 
faith, and I felt sure that I had heard those words be- 
fore. I had scarcely heard the last word of the sen- 
tence, before the hour of midnight tolled out from the 
deep-toned and sepulchral clock of the palace, and I 
remembered where it was written something that spoke 
of " His coming at midnight, cockcrowing, or in the 
morning." Could this be He ? 

I started from my couch, and leant out from the 
window. All was still as death : not a wind stirred 
the sea of sand, which glittered like a sheen of dia- 
monds over the plain ; there seemed not even a sound 
through the usually restless city. The measured tread 
of the sentinel on the wall seemed to-nighi silent, and 
all was quiet. J moved softly to the other window, 
and drew aside the curtain. Azrael's dark tower rose 
in gigantic height before me, but there was no light 
even in his watchful chamber, and a dark space seemed 
to mark the place where his chamber window at that 
hour usually shone with the lamp of the watcher. 
This was striking and significant. I remembered 
where it was written in the book of Cyril, " He shall 
come as a thief in the night," and my attention was 
the more aroused. I hastily dressed myself, and des- 
cended the stairs, and came into the street. The near 
side was shadowy, and the opposite one light. I 
stumbled over something on the pavement, and stoop- 
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ing, found a wine-cup on the ground, empty, and by 
its side was a man who was dressed as a reveller, and 
had fallen into a deep sleep over the wine-cup. I 
passed on, and looked through an open window into a 
room, on the floor of which again lay a band of 
revellers, all equally asleep, and their cups lay beside 
them. I passed on to the market-place. The captives 
were most of them stretched out asleep on the ground. 
The moon shone softly on them, and I gazed on their 
slumbering faces with joy that they should sleep from 
sorrow. I passed on to where the aged captive 
usually sat, and there I found him ; even he slept. I 
touched him, and he started as one who slept lightly. 

" Sir," said I, "there is a sound far away, like the 
noise of a trumpet, and a voice of one who speaks as 
with authority. 1 have passed through the tower, and 
all sleep : even Azrael'a palace is dark, and the senti- 
nels tread not on the wall." 

" The signs are significant," said the old man, gazing 
intently on the stone before him. " And the cap- 
tives ?" said he. 

*' Even they," said I, " all sleep." 

" And while the Bridegroom tarried, they all slum- 
bered and slept, wise and unwise," said he, musingly. 

" "What said you, sir ?" said I. 

" That called to mind a passage in the book which I 
have read," said he ; and continued, "I will come with 
you, and look from your window." 

I, with joy, accepted his proposal, and we two 
wended our way through the deeply quiet streets. 
We reached my chamber, and we repaired to the 
window which opened towards the plain. All there 
was as it was, boundless, vast, silent, and shining in 
misty moonlight. We had listened long, very long, 
without speaking, when, on a sudden, the faint distant 
cry of the bird of the morning sounded in the far part 
of the town, and the cock crew, and immediately the 
same sound of the trumpet struck our ear ; and the 
voice which w^as now much nearer, came in tones dia- 
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tinctly and beautifully through the still night, " Be- 
hold, the BridegTOom cometh : go ye out to meet Him." 

The old man laid his hand on my arm, a tear trem- 
bled in his eye : I turned round to him. 

"He cometh," said he, "and every eye shall see 
Him." 

I seldom, if ever, saw an expression so radiant with 
joy, as his then was. We looked again, and still saw 
no one. We at length determined to go again through 
the town, and see if anything stirred in Azrael's 
palace. We reached it, but all was still as death 
itself. 

"It is singular," said my companion, "very, that he 
who is ever so watchful should now not even have a 
warder to watch." 

We walked round the palace, but every gate was 
closed, and not a ray of light beamed through a single 
ci*evice or aperture. We dreaded rousing anyone, yet 
we half feared there might be some treachery, and 
that, after all, Azrael might have gone forth stealthily to 
the plain. Under this persuasion, we returned to our 
place, and again gazed forth from the window. We 
long and anxiously looked, and still no further light or 
sound struck in on the wide plain ; the moonlight 
still slept quietly on it. Neither of us spoke, for we 
were intent on our watching, and our souls were 
wrought up in high expectation that a crisis was ap- 
proaching. We were expecting every moment to hear 
again the sound of trumpets, and to see in the far dis- 
tance the advancing hosts of an army, so overwhelm- 
ing as should prevail against the might of Azrael ; but 
none came, no sound, nor sign appeared. 

While we were watching, a soft footstep came up 
behind us, and one of the captives, who had found his 
way to my chamber, had stolen up, and asked me what 
was the matter. " For," said he, " an unearthly and 
awful stillness pervades the city ; it is like the silence 
of the grave, and even Azrael's palace seems spell- 
" imd." 
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We besought him to be silent, and he too became a 
watcher. Still we looked, and the first pale streak of 
morning was breaking over the east, and making some- 
what fainter the moonlight, when, on a sudden, each of 
us drew back : a figure appeared silentlj and swiftly 
passing along the plain, and coming towards the city ; 
it was of one who walked alone, and he appeared so 
suddenly, that though we had an impression that he 
had come from out the far distance, he came to each of 
our sights quite suddenly. His appearance was ex- 
ceedingly wonderful, yet there was nothing by which 
I could describe him. He was girt in a pilgrim's at- 
tire, and bore a pilgrim's staflf in his hand. His steps 
were exceeding swift, and he was alone. We were all 
riveted to the spot, and held our breath in awe. 
Could this be he ? Then I remembered a passage in 
Cyril's book which said, "Who is this that cometh 
travelling in the greatness of his strength ?" "I have 
trodden the winepress alone." 

But while we gazed and spoke not to each other for 
wonder, he had reached the city gate, which, to our 
profound surprise, burst open at his touch, and in an- 
other moment we heard, in the dead stillness of the 
night, his footfall in the street. We looked at each 
other in mute wonder. Could this be he ? He was 
unarmed. Could he be stronger than Azrael ? when 
armies on armies had fled vanquished before him. 
Could this be he ? A light of unutterable joy passed 
over the old captive's face, as he laid his hand on my 
arm, and said, " Come after me." 

At that moment,, a beam of glorious morning light 
burst over the plain and along the city, from the sun 
which had just risen. Then I remembered where it 
was written, "He would come at midnight, cock- 
crowing, or at the morning ;" but I hastened to see 
the result. 

We had now reached the street, and behold the sun 
was shining with a cloudless lustre, and shooting its 
rays of glorious light down the streets of the sad evfc^ . 
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The figure of the stranger stood by the gate, and the 
warder lay like one stupified at the appearance of the 
new-comer, and was lying with his hand over his eyes, 
as if he was dazzled by some exceeding lustre. But 
while we were gazing, a voice passed through the 
streets, of exquisite loveliness, which said, " Come 
unto Me, all ye who are weary and heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest." 

The effect was wonderful. There seemed to have' 
gone forth a universal impression that the King was 
come, mightier than Azrael. The thrill of joy which 
passed through the market, where the captives were, 
passes all attempt at description. The words passed 
along the chained ranks, " He is come ! he, for whom 
w-e have looked so long: he is come, and every eye 
shall see him." 

All their faces were turned to the direction of the 
city gate, through which it was known he must have 
entered. Every eye was radiant with hope, and the very 
chained hands seemed outstretched to greet the beloved 
messenger of peace and liberty. But he remained in 
stillness. 

I do not stay to describe him, for as yet my whole 
attention was too bewildered and confused to be able 
to collect enough to give a description ; but what I 
did see convinced me it was he, and that what I saw 
very far surpassed my most fervent expectation. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

THE STEIFE. 

*' Who is this travelling in the greatness of his strength ? 
I that speak in righteousness, mighty to save." 

But the news of his arrival had by this time reached 
e dark palace of Azrael, and a mighty stir was going 
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on tifiere. Azrael had risen at the sound, and had 
made his terrible voice heard : he would not believe 
any one had come : he threatened death to the warder, 
who had permitted the stranger to pass : he laughed 
to scorn the notion that onej had come unarmed and 
unsupported, whom he should fear ; yet he showed, 
by the exceeding pallor of his face and the quiver of 
his lip, that he trembled at the news of the stranger. 
All was stir and excitement. The hosts were at once 
bidden to assemble, as if an army had appeared be- 
neath the walls ; and the passing of messengers to and 
fro was as if the city itself were threatened with im- 
mediate destruction. Messengers were sent out hither 
and tbither, over the plain to the mines where the 
captives worked, as if they too were to be placed in a 
condition of greater defence. The noise of war in the 
course of an hour or two rung through the city ; and 
the pawing of horses, the clatter of shields, the sound- 
ing of trumpets echoed on every side. 

Meanwhile he remained motionless by the gate of 
the city, as if he waited for something ere he began 
his journey, proclaiming liberty to the captives. His 
manner was as of one who was firm and conscious of 
his perfect power, and no hesitation seemed for an iur 
stant to mark one of his actions or movements ; but 
the captives, in their throngs of hundreds, stood 
gazing, with hands joined and eyes motionless, fixed 
on that &pot at which they expected his appearance. 

The contrast was striking in the extreme. On one 
side the mighty preparations for opposition made by 
Azrael and his troop, the din and stir of arms, the 
preparations as if for war with thousands, the terrible 
voice of Azrael ; and on the other side, the single 
figure which now, with calm and solemn tread, was 
approaching the market-place — the single form against 
whom the whole of the vast preparation was making : 
and then the anxious eyes which turned towards the 
point at which they expected his appearance, whom 
they had so long looked for. 
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He came, and they beheld him. Love shone in his 
countenance; such a look of rapture unutterable 
beamed from every eye, that it reminded me more of 
the earth awakening under the radiance of the rising 
Bun on the gladness of nature when a storm has passed 
away. Such joy I never saw before. His voice broke 
the stillness. 

" I come to give deliverance to the captives. If the 
Son shall make you free, you shall be free indeed." 

He moved towards the centre of the market-place : 
immediately eYery head was bowed, and every hand 
which was unshackled crossed on the bosoms of the 
captives. 

At this moment some clouds and mists which had 
hovered round the sun cleared away, and the glorious 
light shone down with marvellous lustre on the scene 
below. He stood in the midst of them as one bom to 
rule them ; and I noticed that no sound of the trum- 
pet and no noise of war in the least degree affected 
Him. He stood as one who heard not. Some stood 
near the place where he was standing, and were gazing 
at his countenance with awe and rapture, when he 
spoke to them. I supposed he asked them if they 
would be free ; for I saw at once a look of intense 
joy break over their faces, and they stretched out their 
hands towards him. He touched their hands, and 
their chains dropped from them, and they were free. 
The news of their freedom seemed to pass onwards 
at once ; for no sooner had their chains fallen, than 
I heard Azrael's voice, louder and more angrily than 
ever, crying out, 

"Does he dare to free those whom I have made 
captives ? Move to the market-place !" 

I now began to wonder most deeply what would be 
the result of their meeting. As he moved towards 
the centre of the market-place, two figures, heavily 
laden with chains, were standing in the centre, a boy 
and girl ; so deeply had the fetters and manacles been 
bound around them, that emphatically the iron had 
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entered into their soul. They had been specially 
marked by me as being bowed down with sorrow and 
dejection more than many other of the captives ; they 
seemed to have lost all hope long ago, and uttered the 
most bitter wailing at the thought of the home they had 
left. They both looked up at him as he came towards 
them, and hope and expectation trembled on their lips 
and eyes. He paused a moment before them, and 
looked at them with a look so full of calm intensity of 
love, that I never saw its equal, and said, " What will 
you that I should do to you P' 

They did not speak, but only looked on him, and 
their lips parted as if to speak ; but they seemed not 
to know how for wonder and for joy. Then I remem- 
bered it was written in Cyril's book, ** Loed, open 
Thou my lips, and my mouth shall show forth Thy 
praise." 

He immediately anticipated their want, and touched^ 
their hands, and the chains fell off them, and they 
stood free. I heard him say to them, " Polio w me," 
and I thought 1 heard their voices say amid the stir 
which was now rising on all sides at the approach of Az- 
rael, " We will follow thee whithersoever thou goest." 

They took up their position behind the figure of 
him who released them ; they stood in the attitude of 
persons who were prepared to devote every thing, even 
life itself, to one object. The broken chain of their 
captivity lay still coiled at their feet, but their hands 
were uplifted in the attitude of adoration, and their 
eyes gazed with speechless gratitude on him who stood 
before them. At this moment the blast -of a hundred 
trumpets, which rung with silver echoes along the 
street, told that Azrael approached : another minute, 
and the long line of his haughty cohort swept into the 
market-place. He rode on a black charger, his head 
uncovered, but from his neck downwards he was 
clothed in armour of mail ; his face wore the same 
awful expression 1 had noticed in his palace, pale, 
sunken, ghastly, yet was lit up with a vigour of intelli- 
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gence which seemed to know no fear ; I never saw any 
countenance whose lineaments were so awful. 

I followed the universal impulse to turn to gaze on 
him, w^ho was the object of all this movement; he 
stood motionless and silent, as one who could read the 
present and future. The moment Azrael entered the 
market-place, he seemed to falter in his purpose, and 
a strange paralysis seized his hand and the move- 
ments of the animal on which he rode; he immedi- 
ately turned away from the figure which stood before 
him, and addressing himself to the multitude of 
captives, said in a loud voice : 

" Be not such fools as to change the home I have 
given you within these walls, to follow a homeless and 
pathless adventurer over a wilderness of sand : let 
those who venture be assured my vengeance will fol- 
low them, and I will tear tliera from their refuge, and 
bring them back to a darker and more awful captivity 
than they have even imagined in the wildest dream of 
night. Who is on my side, who ?" 

I expected of course none, when to my astonish- 
ment I saw a large body of captives turn towards 
Azrael, and stretch out their chained hands to him 
saying, "Fear not, we are thine in freedom or 
captivity." 

In profound astonishment I turned to see how the 
stranger was looking, and never did I see an expression 
of such pity, in treaty, and calmness^ as beamed from 
his eye. " Oh, Jerusalem, Jerusalem ! how often 
would I have gathered your children together as a hen 
gathereth her chickens under her wing, and ye would 
not ! behold, your house is left unto you desolate." 

I saw him turn towards many of the captives whom 
he had just before released from their chains, and he 
uttered the words wdth pathetic tenderness, " Will ye 
also go away ?" 

The old man, of whom I spoke, started forward, 

crying with a loud voice, " To whoha should we go ?" 

Hia earnest and prominent manner drew the atten- 
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tion ot Azrael to hira, and I saw one of his warriors 
draw a bow at its full strength, and the arrow sped 
through the air, it seemed to rush straight at the bosom 
of the aged slave, but, to my astonishment, it flew into 
the side of him who had come amongst them as their 
liberator ; he was wounded, but the rest were free ; 
then I remembered the words that were written in 
Cyril's book, which he once showed me. 

" He was bruised for our iniquities, and with his 
stripes we are healed." 

Anxiety was painted on every countenance to see 
what would be the result of the interview between Az- 
rael and the Deliverer; the former issued forth from his 
countless host, that now filled every corner of the north- 
ern city, and confronted face to face him, who with a 
calmness passing words, stood in front of the captive 
multitude who had ranged themselves behind his figure: 
that he was more than conqueror, was manifest, but 
there was a mystery impenetrable about the nature of 
his victory; he had come solitary and unattended to the 
city of an ever watchful foe, " he had trodden the wine- 
press alone, and of the people there was none with him;" 
a supernatural awe and terror had passed over the 
countenance of the dark monarch, and seemed to have 
paralysed his boundless energy. Though every bow 
remained in the hands of his mighty host, each bow 
remained there unstrung, and though the arrows 
rattled in the warriors' quivers, no feathered shaft 
hurtled in the air ; he was evidently more than con- 
queror, and however inexplicable might be the weapon 
of his conflict, there was no doubt on any mind but 
that Azrael came to receive conditions, and not to 
give. The Deliverer of the captives remained motion- 
less at the approach of Azrael. 

" What wouldst th,ou here ?" was the first question 
asked by the tyrant. " What has brought you here ?" 

"The cry of the captive," said the Deliverer. " I 
have come to mine own ; the year of my redeemed 
has come." 
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" You cannot eject me yet," said Azrael ; " the city 
is mine for the term of many years, I hold it on a 
tenure that thou canst not destroy." 

** I know it," said the other calmly ; " nor have I 
come to eject you before the time, but I have come 
to preach deliverance to the captives, and freedom to 
those who are in bonds." 

"And who are they?" said Azrael, proudly and 
boldly ; " none of that captive host behind thee may 
pass at' once w ith thee to thy vaunted home ; they 
are mine by purchase and mine by ratified pro- 
mise : mine now, for ever mine :*' and the awful being 
looking up, fixed upon the anxious multitude his eye 
with a glance that thrilled every bosom with awe, lest 
indeed his words were true, and their freedom but a 
dream. 

" Fear not, little flock," said the Deliverer, turn- 
ing round and looking upon the multitude behind him 
with a look that shed comfort into every heart ; " it 
is my good pleasure to give you the kingdom." And 
then turning to Azrael, he said, " Dark king, thy 
power is but for a little time ; these are mine, and 
this power alone you possess over them ; I haVe re- 
leased them from their slavery by my victorious entry 
into the city of destruction, but still you have a claim 
over their liberty, until each one has proved for him- 
self, and by his actions, that his will is to follow the 
conditions and the laws of my kingdom, and not 
thine." 

" True, most true," shouted Azrael, as his voice 
echoed through and through the city of death. " The 
probation ! the probation ! then multitudes, and mul- 
titudes to the valley of decision, they must pass on to 
their appointed time, exposed to the assaults of my 
ministers and satellites." 

The Deliverer turned round, and said, in the midst 
of the stillness, " He that shall endure to the end, the 
same shall be saved ; to him that overcometh will I 
give the crown of life." 
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Then I beard floating from some unseen source, 
words that seemed issuing from ten thousand tongues, 
and before my attention had ceased to be fixed on 
this mysterious but glorious song, the figure of one 
started from the front row of the captives, and stretch- 
ing out his chained hands towards him who had just 
spoken, he said, " Master ! I will follow thee whither- 
soever thou goest." 

He had scarcely said it, before voice on voice took 
up the sentence, and ere a minute had passed away, 
there rolled as from a mighty multitude one simul- 
taneous, harmonious cry, ** Master ! we will follow 
thee whithersoever thou goest." 

The confusion in the city now became great, so 
great that 1 became alarmed for the safety of him who 
nad so nobly come forward to aid the cause of the cap- 
tive and the injured, but looking up I saw spread over 
the band of those that had taken refuge in his protec- 
tion a banner with the words, " I am King of kings and 
LoBD of lords, the ALMionxY,** and I then felt con- 
fident in his perfect power of protection ; and if I 
had for a moment any passing fear lest AzraePs awful 
legions should be able to injure those in whom I had 
taken so deep an interest, I had but to remember the 
words that Cyril had often spoken to me when he used 
to look at me with that expression of unhesitating 
confidence which had so struck me and won my interest : 
** No weapon that is formed against thee shall pros- 
per, and every tongue which shall speak against 
thee in the judgment shall be condemned." I tried 
to borrow some of the calm trust which had inspired 
the mind of my youthful friend, and took courage for 
the event ; but while I was thus studying the groups 
that were gathered before my eye, on a sudden the 
figures swam before my eyes, and I saw the scene for 
awhile no more. 



54 THE JOtJENET HOME. 




CHAPTER XII. 

THE PEOBATION. 
** To him that overcometh will I give the Crown of Life.** 

Whether some great event took place which 
stayed alike the voice and hand of the actors in this 
strange scene, I know not ; but when again I became 
conscious of passing events, I found I was lying 
on a small pallet-bed in the secluded hut of the old 
man, from whose kind lips I had from time to time 
gathered my information. I opened my eyes, and 
they fell on the figure of my aged friend sitting in the 
open doorway, with his head bowed down towards his 
knees, and his long grey hairs falling in venerable 
clusters upon his shoulders. It was evening, and 
the late twilight hovered through the open doorway, 
and melted off into soft outlines the towers and mina- 
rets of the distant City of Captivity. 

I started from my pillow, and addressed my host. 
" "Where am I ?" said I, " and what has happened ?" 

He rose, and came towards me, and I saw that he 
had been engaged in reading a book. 

" Where am I ?" again said I. " Where is the City ? 
Where Azrael ? where the captives ? and where the 
Deliverer ?'* 

He placed his finger on his lip, as if to impose 
silence. He briefly told me what had occurred, 
namely, that a compact and covenant had been 
originally signed with the dark tyrant Azrael, by 
which it had been agreed that whenever a Deliverer 
should come to the City over which he ruled, who 
should be able to enter the City, and gain the consent 
of the captives to follow him, that the power of 
Azrael should then be so far shaken that every captive 
who was wiJJing to accept the conditions of the peace. 
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should be allowed to follow the departure of their 
Deliverer, but not as yet altogether free. Azrael 
still had a property and a right of claim upon them, 
and each captive who aimed at his freedom was bound 
when once beyond the threshold of the gate of the 
town, to start on a long journey towards the home for 
which he yearned, that his success upon that road and 
his final entrance into his home, should depend upon 
the success of his probation in his pilgrimage, and 
that that probation should consist in his bearing the 
yoke of his Deliverer to the gates of the Everlasting 
City to which he went, but that he would not only be 
aided in that journey by great and wonderful helps 
and incitements, but would especially bear with him a 
commission from him who had freed the captive from 
Azrael's immediate dominion, in virtue of which alone 
each pilgrim would be allowed to enter his home. 
Added to this, on the outset of each one upon his 
journey, Azrael had the power to commission one of 
his own dark satellites to take up his station near 
the pilgrim, to whom his soul should be committed, 
and whose every effort was to be used to hinder the 
successful result of his journey ; that if that evil 
spirit succeeded, his reward would be great in the 
dismal home to which he was consigned ; but that if 
he failed, a dark punishment would be allotted to him 
from the tyrannical king. 

" And," said I, suddenly, ** is each pilgrim to be ex- 
posed simply and alone to the efforts of the soldiers 
of that army which I have gazed at with such dread?" 

"By no means," said my aged friend; *^He who 
both has been and will be their Saviour to the end, 
has power to commission one of his own host to 
accompany each pilgrim on his Journey Home, to 
thwart the machinations of the Dark Spirit, and to 
suggest thoughts that may encourage the fainting 
spirits of those who are wellnigh overcome." 

"Then," said I, "on whom will the final issue de- 
pend ? Will it simply depend on the comparativQ 
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strength of the two attendants who accompany the 
pilgrim ?*' 

" By no means," said my companion, " the whole 
depends on the will of the pilgrim himself. He has 
power to choose which ol the two voices he will 
obey.'' 

"But of those working in the mines?" asked I, 
anxiously, " what of them ?" 

" They too have been visited by the Deliverer," 
said the old man, "since the interview with Azrael, 
and they too have left their dismal abodes on condition 
of their being willing to undertake the probation of 
the pilgrimage." 

" And Cyril ?" said I, suddenly, " and Florizel ?" 

"Follow me," said my companion, "and you shall 
see what I have been telling you realized. It is 
towards midnight; and when the midnight-hour 
strikes, the challenges take place for the pilgrimage 
of Cyril and his friends. PoUow me, and you shall 
be a witness of the scene." 

I eagerly caught up my garment and went out 
after my aged friend, desirous beyond measure to 
witness a scene which seemed likely to be invested 
with so much solemnity and striking circumstance. 
We pursued our^walk under the shades of night 
without speaking. The City of Captivity lay before 
us, with its minarets and domes slumbering in the 
night-light ; the vast plain of sand lay around us. 
"We had passed the last bastion of the City, when 
taking a path through two hills of sand, which I had 
often noticed, my guide led me into the midst of a 
scene which, to my dying hour, will never be effaced 
from my memory. After a laborious and toilsome 
walk, we suddenly turned a corner. The moon at 
that moment burst out from her chamber of clouds 
above, and shed her soft light upon a vast number of 
figures that were gathered close before us. The first 
my eye rested on was that of Cyril. There he was ; 
his face was beaming with that expression which had 
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first won my interest in him, of bold and earnest con- 
fidence with which he had ever looked to the end of the 
awful conflict in which he had been engaged with 
Azrael and his satellites. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE CHALLENGE. 

" And the Lord said, Behold all that he hath is in thy power, 
only upon himself pat not forth thine hand.'' 

Ok either side the figure of Cyril, there were two 
others, whose dark forms stood out against the dim 
moonlight beyond, in dreamy and shadowy grandeur. 
The one I at once recognised to be the form of Azrael, 
and the other that of the Deliverer. The eyes of 
each were fixed upon the boy, as if striving to read 
^ the thoughts of his soul ; and each seemed anxious to 
win over the decision of his will to their own side. 

" The journey is not long, though the road is 
narrow," said the calm voice of him whom Cyril 
loved ; " and on that road I shall ever be with thee, 
unseen, for * I am the way, the truth, and the life,' 
and whenever you are in any trouble, you have but to 
speak to me, and, though absent, I shall hear you : 
* ask, and ye shall receive ; seek, and ye shall find.' 
You will sometimes have companions on your journey, 
and often find discouragements, but * I will give you 
rest ;' and when your journey is over, there is a dark 
chasm to pass between the road and the home, cold, 
confuting, and difficult ; but ' when thou passest 
through the valley of the shadow of death, I am with 
thee.' " 



% 



58 THE JOtJENET HOME. 

"And beyond it?" said Cyril, eagerly, as his eyes 
were fixed on the speaker : " and beyond it ?" 

"And beyond it," said the Deliverer, "rest forever. 
*Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither hath it 
entered the heart of man to understand, the things 
that I have prepared for them that love me.' " 

" Enough, enough," said Cyril ; and he stretched 
out his arm towards the path by which he would go, 
and his eye was rapt, as in ecstasy ; he was eager to 
be gone, " as a post that hasteth by, or as a parting 
guest who has tarried but a day.'* 

"Stay, stay, youth," said the voice of Azrael, 
"count the cost. If you go on yonder journey, 
dangers and difficulties countless surround you. If 
you turn back upon that journey endless punishment 
is the consequence. The sleepless night and the 
pleasureless day are the lots of the pilgrims on yonder 
road. Stay with me. Though you must wear your 
chain, it shall be forged of gold; you shall revel 
through the night and sport through the day on all 
the joys in which youth delights: the jewelled cup 
which foams with the purple juice of the vine ; the 
eye, the voice of beauty and of youth ; the sound 
of glowing music, and the step of the stately dance, 
the clash of the merry cymbal, and the song of 
the laughing boy ; nature's bounteous beauties, and 
art's magnificent designs : all shall be your's in the 
city in which you shall live." 

" And at the end," shouted Cyril, with scornful in- 
dignation, " what ?" 

" The end !" said Azrael, laughing, " the end shall 
be rest, or nothingness. Stay, young boy, think what 
you refuse. He offers you a life of suffering ; I a life 
of joy." 

" But he," said Cyril, "promises to strike off the 
chain of my captivity, and you but offer to fetter me 
with gold. And freedom ! freedom is the aim of 
youth ; liberty the end of a noble life." 

"I will make you love your fetters," said Az- 
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rael; "I gage to do it. Habit shall be a second 
nature." 

" No, no,**^ said Cyril, " I wish it not ; though there 
are moments when my weak and cowardly disposition 
may make me yearn for dependence on my chain; 
there are others in which I see the realms through 
which I may soar, which my higher and nobler nature 
tells me is my home, and which I can never reach till 
the chain of my captivity has dropped away. Away, 
away ! I would be gone." 

I noticed all this, while in the shadowy moonlight, 
the form of the Deliverer was standing calmly watch- 
ing the converse of the two ; and I was much struck 
with the fact that Cyril was left entirely to the exer- 
cise of his own free and unrestrained will. 

"Then thou knowest the condition ?" said Azrael; 
"one of my own host, — dark, powerful, and subtle, — 
will attend you to the brink of the great chasm." 

So saying, he turned round, and at the call of that 
voice, so mixed up with his dark palace in the City, 
immediately there appeared one, at whose countenance 
I turned in dread away ; he immediately received his 
commission to attend at all hours, at every part of his 
journey, Cyril the pilgrim. 

In a few moMents more Cyril had set out on his 
difficult and perilous course; I noticed that by his 
side, on the instant at his starting, a bright one from 
the host which constantly followed the Deliverer, 
placed himself by the side of Cyril. I saw it was he 
who had first directed Cyril and Elorizel to leave their 
home. 

" Go," said the voice of the holy One, " be ever at 
hand for yonder youth, by night and by day, aid 
him when he is weak, counsel him when in difficulty, 
encourage him when he is fainthearted, and when he 
reaches at last the last chasm before his goal, bear 
him onward to the other bank ; and if thou deliver 
him safely, at the gate of my palace, thou shalt not 
lose thy reward." 
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"Fail in thy commission," shouted the voice of 
Azrael to his satellite, " fail in bringing back yonder 
youth to me before he has reached his journey's end, 
and chains under darkness for ever and ever shall be 
thy doom.*' 

I turned away for a moment, and when I looked 
again Cyril had set out upon his journey, and on 
either side were the spirit of Azrael and the messenger 
of the Deliverer. I looked round for Florizel and 
Pietro, but as yet I saw them not. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

THE riEST ASSAULT. 
"The fool hath said in his heart, There is no God.'* 

" The path of my probation," said Cyril to him- 
self, as he set off on his new and perilous journey. 
He turned round more than once, and ere he had done 
so the second time, all the figures that had gathered 
round the entrance of the pathway had vanished ; he 
realised his solitariness, and longed that young Florizel 
or the affectionate but wavering Pietro were still the 
companions of his journey, but never mind, he was to 
meet them anon, and with that hope he persevered in 
his onward way. Two objects he presently found 
ever lived before his eye : in the extreme distance of 
the horizon of the road, the light which hovered be- 
hind the city, which had been the aim of his life, 
which was to his eye as when to us a broad and ample 
moon of summer rises behind the towers of a far 
distant town, striking them out in dark yet luminous 
distinctness, and they stand as if wrapped in a wistful 
gaze on the ocean of light beyond. Another object 
was before him in the far distance like a shadow. 
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It was, as it seemed, the figure of the Deliverer, 
who, as if to cheer and to encourage each pilgrim on 
the high way, walked first to crush the obstacles which 
rose between them and their home. These sights 
Cyril ever had before him, save when for reasons which 
will be presently referred to, they were for a time 
obscured : the power to observe and see them had 
been mentioned to Cyril as being amongst the surest 
signs of the success of his probation. Cyril soon 
became aware that the pathway he was on was part 
of that original road in which he had started in the 
beginning with his companions. The city of captivity 
now lay on one side of the road, and thus had not met 
his eye in his first sight of the path ; how many more 
such chasms or deviations from the onward course the 
road might take he could not tell. 

For some time he pursued his journey alone ; when 
neither the evil spirit nor the good messenger appeared 
to accompany his steps : he seemed left alone, and he 
pursued his way with vigour with his staff in his 
hand and his eye on the heavenly city : he went on 
his way singing and rejoicing, and inclined to say, 
" Where are the dangers with which they threatened 
me?" 

He lay down to rest as night drew on, and he fell 
asleep with his staff by his side ; when h*e woke a figure 
sat by his side, the expression of whose countenance 
was peculiar, neither quite pleasing nor quite painful. 

" Young man," he said, '* you have slept long ; are 
you still bent on pursuing your enterprise ?" 

"Yes," said Cyril, springing up ; " and why should 
I not ?" 

" Simply because," said the other, "you are going 
on a fool's errand ; no one ever reached that city yet, 
or returned to tell us aught of it. On what does 
your knowledge of its existence depend, and your 
conviction of its truth?" 

" On my own eye-sight," said Cyril ; " on the testi- 
mony of others, and the word of the Deliverer." 
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** Those evidences," said his companion, " are worth- 
less ; your eye-sight deceives you. Let me ask you, 
has one tower of that city become clearer to your eye 
since the hour that you first set out ? Has it not 
remained just where it was, nothing more clear, more 
decided ? Nay, sometimes has not the whole so faded 
off that you have doubted if it were there at all, or 
but a vision ? Who has ever come back to tell you 
aught of it ? "What traveller has ever returned to 
give an account of its reality ? None : not one. I 
do not wish to distress you, I do not wish to draw 
you back, but I wish for truth, I wish your interest, 
that is all.** 

Cyril looked up at the speaker : a glance of such 
bright intelligence and deep sympathy and kindliness 
met his eye from the somewhat sorrowful but striking 
countenance before him, that he could not avoid list- 
ening with deep attention to all he said. The tone of 
the stranger's voice was deep and melodious, and could 
not but attract the notice and interest of any to whom 
he spoke. 

Cyril looked down. " It is true," said he, " all you 
say : none ever has come back, and I do not know that 
the vision of the city has ever come out with more 
clearness than at first it did. It is true, all of it : but 
what would you have me do ? I have given myself to 
the noble cause ; I have sacrificed all to it ; I have 
pledged my word and oath to go. He who delivered 
me from captivity goes before me. What can 1 do ?*' 

" Cyril, go on ; answer him not," said a voice, 
which broke from the shadow by the wayside. " Gro 
on, answer him not." 

Cyril listened : he started. The stranger was gaz- 
ing pensively on the ground, and did not seem to 
hear. 

" A moment more,*' said he, with apparent abstrac- 
tion of manner. 

** I must be gone," said Cyril. 

"A moment more, at least you may speak with me. 
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There lies the ctuel bigotry of the silly adherents of 
yonder distant city ; they bid you not listen to a word 
from those who would deter adventurers from the 
wreck and ruin of life, and fortune, and happiness. 
You are intelligent, largeminded, noble, Cyril; you 
will hear me, though fools will not." 

Cyril hesitated : he retained his position. 

" See, see," cried Cyril, pointing, and looking on- 
wards ; " he calls me, he bids me follow. * Where thou 
goest I will go, I will follow thee whithersoever thou 
goest.' " 

" Who ? where ? what ?" said the other. " I see 
nought." 

" No, but I do, there ; — ^he who bade me follow, and 
delivered me from my chain ; — he whom I promised to 
follow, whose I am." 

At this moment, far down the pathway, the figure 
of the Deliverer appeared moving silently onward, and 
ever and anon turning back to see if Cyril followed : 
nay, he even lingered, as if waiting for him, and as if un- 
willing to advance till he had made sure Cyril followed. 

A voice soft and beautiful came along the pathway, 
which said, and Cyril heard it, clear as music in the 
distance, 

" I am longsuffering to youward, not wiDing that 
any should perish." " Te are mine, I have bought 
you with a price." " I have ransomed you from the 
power of the grave." 

Cyril sprang up to go. " I am gone," said he ; "I 
cannot, dare not stay. He calls me." 

" Who ? enthusiast !" said the other. 

" He, whose voice spoke but now." 

" It was a dream or an infatuation raised by those 
whose interest it is. Look again, and it is gone." 

Cyril did look : no one was there. 

The path went on among its windings, narrow, and 
cold, and desolate. There was no figure and no city 
glowing beyond. 

" No one calls thee," said the stranger. 
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** One did call," said Cyril, perplexed. 

" Yes ; it was a fancy.'* 

Cyril looked on the ground. The book which he 
had had given him, containing the lives of those who 
had sojourned on that pathway, lay open, and the 
passage lay before his eyes : ** And God said to 
Balaam, Go not, and Balaam said to the servants of 
Balak, Now, therefore, tarry ye also here this night, 
that I may know more. And God called to Balaam, 
E-ise up, and go with them." 

The passage arrested his attention : it seemed as if 
in some way it spoke to him, and he could not take his 
eyes off it. 

" Sit down, and listen a little longer," said the 
other, "for hinder you on the road I cannot." 

" But what have you more to say ? wherein can 
what you say advantage me ? I have given up all, and 
you have nothing to offer me." 

" There is the point : I have much to offer, very 
much. You are now in slavery. You are bound to 
fatigue, hunger, cold, constant exertion, and, above all, 
the bending of your own free will and opinion beneath 
the yoke of others. All this is slavery of the most 
galling kind to such as you are. Give up this wild 
scheme, at least through the hours specially given you 
wherein to enjoy freedom, and, if you will, return to 
this road afterwards : take thy fill, * eat, drink, and be 
merry ;' come where I will make you happy, and give 
you enjoyments worthy of your high powers. That 
will be certain enjoyment. It is before your eyes, in 
your grasp; it is in sights — the other, by your own con- 
fession, is vague and visionary, uncertain, perhaps all 
untrue. You can but take it afterwards when the 
season of enjoyment is over." 

Cyril looked unhappy, anxious, and thoughtful. 
" But, then," said he, " I lose all the steps I have 
taken, and my guide so often said to me, * Look to 
yourself that you lose not those things you have 
wrought ; and tf so your labour shall not be in vain.^ ' ' 
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** If you have started on a fool's errand," said the 
other, " you cannot too soon retreat : I argue on the 
same principle you adduce ; persevere in this course, 
and you wioty, nay, in all probahility you will lose all 
your labour. Come with me, and 1 promise it, nay, 
you know it, you will lose none.*^ 

" But what," said Cyril, " will you give me ?" 

" I have told you ; — pleasure, enjoyment, the gra- 
tification of desire, of impulse, of what is in you, of 
what w, of what you know of and are sure qf, — not of 
phantoms connected with doubtful moral senses which 
you are not sure of, the gratification of uncertain sen» 
sations which are undefined." 

" Well, but," said Cyril, ''is there nothing beyond 
pleasure ?" 

" Hear me," said the other earnestly, and placing 
his hand on Cyril's arm ; " what you term happiness 
is a building you would rear of glass on a foundation 
of sand which is loose and vague, lying no one knows 
where : pleasure is a house of stone, built on founda- 
tions which are above ground. Which will you 
choose ?" ' 

"WeU," said Cyril, hesitating ; but oh, with what 
bitterness and anguish ! 

" Follow me, noble, bold, beautiful, and intelligent 
boy. Let the fetters of infatuation and prejudice 
scatter like dust before your eyes; let their links 
fall at your feet. Stand, stand emancipated, disen-^ 
thralled in your noble freedom, and follow me." 

Cyril turned from the glowing city : the moment 
he turned a blaze of glorious light lit up the path be* 
hind him radiantly and beautifully. The figure he had 
been speaking to beamed in beauty and intelligence, 
and Cyril was entranced with the vision. He turned 
and gazed on the path he was forsaking ; it was cold» 
dark, and shadowy; no figure, no light; it was as when 
you turn from the glow of the sunset, back to the dun, 
leaden grey of starlight night on the other side. 

I looked on poor Cyril with sorrow j I longed, oh,. 
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how ardetitly ! to call him back, to arrest him, to stt)p 
l^m. I thought of the words, " My son, if sinners 
entice thee, consent thou not ; if they say, Come with 
us, we shall find all precious substance, we shall fill 
our houses with spoil : my son, walk not thou in the 
way of them, for their feet run to evil." 

But it was too late ; he was gone. Cyril had for- 
saken the way and followed the stranger : as he went, 
I heard his voice saying, " It is but for a time, I will 
be back anon ; I will but try it, it will give me ex- 
perience ; I shall have more to answer enemies with 
if it be false, and I shall be satisfied for the future." 

He was gone ; the place where he was was empty 
and silent ; there was no figure on the road which but 
now had been so marked by his advancing tread, 
which I had delighted to watch . The glare of light and 
glory was gone too, and I turned away ; cold, dull night 
sunk on all around. 

I went to see if I could trace his retiring footsteps, 
but could not. I could not doubt but that the 
qubtle stranger was. the being whom Azrael had 
charged to ruin Cyril. Oh, could it be, that so soon 
and so easily tlje dark monarch should have pre- 
vailed and triumphed over the glorious and merciful 
Deliverer ! I wept. I heard a loud laugh, which 
echoed along the path : " Ha ! ha !" said a voice ; 
"what, soon won, soon won!" and I remembered 
that it was somewhere written in Cyril's book, 

"He opened his mouth and blasphemed against 
Gon, His Name, and His tabernacle, and it was given 
him to make war with the saints and to overcome 
them." 

I hastened to the place from which I started, when 
what was my surprise to see a quiet light hovering over 
the spot which before had looked so dark. I looked 
again, and saw the light came from a lamp, which One 
held in his hand. It shed all around a warm and 
steady glow, and its rays fell on the spot where Cyril 
had talked with the stranger. The warm ray of the 
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lamp was strongly and strikingly in contrast with the 
cold, dim, dull light, which hung like a veil of lawn 
over the place where Cyril had been, and which seemed 
to have inscribed on its very folds, " Despair," while 
this light shone warmly and beautifully like deep love. 

But, however lovely the light was, the Figure of 
Him who bore it was far more attractive to my eye. 
He was clad as a shepherd might be ; his dress was 
dishevelled, as the dress of one who has been out all 
night in search of somewhat he had lost : his eye, 
though sorrowful, was full of the tenderest compassion, 
and betokened the gaze of one who listens, anxious 
to catch some sound, but had the repose of one who 
knows certainly whether lie will hear the sound or 
not. The stillness which pervaded the scene struck 
me wdth awe, and the silence with which he who held 
the lamp stood shedding the light in all directions, and 
gazing as if to see whither some lost or missed traveller 
had gone, filled me with interest of the liveliest kind. 

On looking closely, I saw that the Figure, though dif- 
ferently clad, and in different guise, strongly resembled 
the Deliverer, and I did not for a moment doubt he had 
come in search of Cyril. Then indeed he did not for- 
sake those he had once made his own ! What love ! 
He had ransomed him from the power of the grave ; 
he had redeemed him from slavery ; he had led him 
hitherto, and now having warned him in vain, he had 
come back to seek him. At this moment I heard 
him speak in the deep Silence of the night : 

" Can a woman forget her sucking child ? Yea, she 
can forget : yet can 1 never forget thee. I will never 
leave thee, nor forsake thee. I will go like the shep- 
herd after the lost sheep until I find it, and then will 
I bring it on my shoulders rejoicing. By night I 
sought him whom my soul loveth ; I sought him, but 
found him not. I will arise now and go about the 
ways ;• I will seek him whom my soul loveth." 

I gazed in wonder and silence at the love which 
was 80 vast and unaccountable ; for ^VvaAi^ -^Vwi.^:^ 
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1, can account for it ? what can He get in return for 
Buch abundant affection and long-suffering love ? 

I noticed, that on the ground lay the book open, 
which Cyril had in his haste and confusion left behind 
him ; it lay open where it was written, " Return to 
the LoKD, and He will have mercy upon you ; and to 
Our God, for He will abundantly pardon.'* 



CHAPTEE XV. 

I^'hE palace without a BACKGEOtrKD. 
*'Let US eat and drink, for to-morrow we die." 

The stranger went first, and Cyril followed. A 
narrow pathway led off the road at once abruptly. It 
was downhill ; and, as they descended, they quickly 
lost that cool, grey evening effect which had marked 
the narrow road, and became aware of a strong glow 
of light which lit up every object with glaring warmth. 
But as Cyril entered this downward path, more than 
once some one seemed to pass him, like the form of a 
dream, and a voice sounding like a whisper spoke 
clearly and sadly in his ear : " If sinners entice thee, 
do not thou consent." " His feet go down to death, 
and his steps take hold of hell.'* 
. But, though he started, paused, listened, trembled, 
he went on. Twice he looked back anxiously^ but 
each time, as rapidly as lightning from the clouds, hia 
guide had turned and fixed his adder-like eye on him, 
and Cyril pursued his course. 

The journey was neither long nor difficult;- brief 
and easy. They made one more turn, and stood 
before the gateway of a vast palace of magnificent 
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proportions and gorgeous colouring, blazing in light. 
Splendid trees stood around of colossal magnitude, de- 
lightful to the eye, and flowers of delicious odour hung 
their heads in the slumberous warmth. A flight of 
splendid steps of massive gold led up to the doorway, 
and in the dim distance of a hall lit with lamps of every 
colour, figures beautifully dressed, of surpassing grace 
and of unutterable loveliness, passed to and fro, bear- 
ing vessels from which rose clouds of steaming incense. 
Gushes of music sobbed and burst from the open door- 
way, as if the palace were too full of melody to contain 
its well-springs of sound. 

For an instant Cyril stood entranced. Two things 
were striking: there was no distance — all was fore- 
ground, blazing, brilliant, glaring, splendid foreground ; 
no distance, not a tree, nor hill, nor stream ; close 
behind the palace there was nothing. So different to 
the narrow road: there all had been distance — far 
distance. "Thou shalt see the king in his beauty, 
and the land which is very far off." 

And while on that pathway, the dark, cold mist would 
hang at either edge, and rough cutting stones lay wound- 
ing the feet of the traveller, while all around was misty, 
and often sad and indistinct ; oh, with what delight 
had Cyril used to look onwards, far away, to where in 
the distance the glow of light shone behind the city of 
his refuge! And he would gaze at its well-known 
towers, and count their numbers over and over again, 
and would stand gazing through his glass, till he 
imagined he saw the figures of those who walked 
therein to and fro, — and could almost imagine that he 
descried the joy with which they moved ; and then, on 
a sudden, would come across his glass, the form of 
the Deliverer, as he still calmly walked on towards the 
Heavenly City, leading the way. And Cyril would 
drop the glass, and say : " I will follow thee whither- 
soever thou goest "; and then would read the passage 
in his book: "Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, 
xieither hath it entered the heart of man to coil<cj^v%^ 
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the things which God hath prepared for them that 
love Him." And Cyril "would go on his way re^ 
joicing. 

But all that was past now. Cyril was in the palace 
of the present: there was no future. All foreground: 
no background. 

He followed the figure which went before him, up 
the flight of magnificent stairs. He entered the halls 
of light and glory, and he was so dazzled with the 
magnificence that he felt overpowered. He knew not 
what to say or do. He gazed round and round in 
perplexity and wonder. 

The stranger looked at him with a calm gaze, in- 
.dicative of delight at Cyril's astonishment. 

Cyril suddenly looked round and caught his gaze. 
His hand was on his face, and his eye pierced Cyril 
with an adder-like glare. Something awful in his 
expression made him start ; but in an instant the 
expression had faded off", and suddenly assuming a 
smile the stranger addressed Cyril, easily, kindly, and 
gaily. He passed from hall to hall, and passage to 
passage. All was his own : sumptuous food was spread 
put on groaning boards ; splendid dresses provided for 
him at his call ; companions of his own age, of both 
sexes, beautiful, and graceful, and glowing with youth 
and intelligence. 

It was soon evening, and the scene was more radiant 
still. Everything which Cyril could need was in- 
stantly at hand. He was intoxicated with delight. 
Not the chasm of a second opened between his ex*- 
pressed desire and the gratification of it. This was the 
feature of the place : everything on the spot, no wait- 
ing, no expectation, no hope deferred making the heart 
sick ; but they did not satisfy beyond the moment; 
Yet what mattered it ? There was plenty to gratify 
the new desire of the next instant. Over every door 
in blazing letters were written the words : " Let 
us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die.*' These 
words were written on every thing. 
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Cyril read them, but though it struck him that he had 
seen them before, nothing more struck him: he passed 
by them carelessly. 

He felt for an instant hungry, as he stood clad in 
white of the purest snow-white lustre, with a scarf of 
^ure blue over his arm, and his head anointed with 
perfumes of Araby : all which, at the first word he 
uttered in his chamber had been brought him by beau- 
tiful boys who attended at his call. He was waiting 
in the vast saloon for the company of that evening's 
revel. No one had arrived ; but he stood looking at 
the maze of light and colour around, and listening to 
the floating sounds of music which came sighing in 
ever and anon at the windows, from minstrels which 
were coming to the revel. 

The instant he felt the hunger, and expressed the 
desir«, a door flew open as if by magic, and before 
him on tables of brilliant coloured wood, lit by lamps, 
all shedding through coloured glass their soft and 
delicate light around, was food of every description : 
the wild boar, the golden pheasant, the doe of the 
forest, the chamois of the hill, the fowl of the air, and 
the fish of the sea; the finest wheat and the rarest 
produce of the vegetable world — lay before him in rich^ 
extravagant, unsparing profusion. He laughed, and 
eat, and laughed again. 

" Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die,'* sung 
sweet, flute-like voices, and the same words were en- 
graved on the rim of the plates of gold and silver 
from which he eat. 

He was thirsty : he felt it : he uttered it. In an 
instant a rill of water-drops oozed through the 
heavy air. Sweet moisture distilled itself over his 
limbs. Vast crystal vases were placed before his eyes, 
as if by magic, foaming with sweet purple wine which 
sparkled with violet light ; and opposite him, vessels 
of frosted silver filled with grapes of the deepest 
purple, and fruit of every description — ^from the golden 
pine of the western world to the date and the melon 
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of the east, lying amid heaps of snow, which fhey 
stained with their bursting juice : they were thrust 
before his lips. 

He drank, and laughed, and drank again. The 
pleasure was gone in an instant. He drank again. 

He was satiated, palled ; he felt hot, and wanted 
to be refreshed. He uttered the wish : a breeze 
laden with odours came dreamily across the room and 
enveloped him as in the folds of tangible sleep; it 
lifted up the separate hairs of his anointed head, 
passing, like finger touches of soft spirits, among 
them, yet so gentle that he smiled with ecstasy, and 
he fell asleep. Deliciously he slept. He laughed, 
and he fell asleep. 

He dreamt of the narrow road leading to the city 
in the distance. He saw his own figure mounting 
the narrow path, peaceful, pure, and happy. He saw 
the Form before him, and an eye of love turned 
upon him, and a Voice saying : " If any man love Me, 
let him take up his cross daily, and follow Me." In 
his dream, Cyril started forward towards the De- 
liverer ; but, as he started, the ground suddenly 
opened and yawned before him. He stood on an 
awful edge: he had all but fallen in. He awoke, 
screaming. 

No, this was the Palace of Sight and Touch, not of 
dreams. 

The instant he screamed sounds of music and songs 
came in, as if to soothe him ; and the burden of 
^very tune was this : " Let us eat and drink, for to- 
morrow we die." 

Cyril laughed. He had already forgotten his dream. 

But the company were streaming in. The night 
was advancing. There were throngs: all gay and 
beautiful, crowned with flowers, and dressed in white 
and azure. All embraced Cyril, and left kisses glow- 
ing on his youthful brow. Among them all, magnifi- 
cently apparelled, the Stranger continually passed to 
and fro, as if he was anxious, and had his eye on 
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every one. He constantly looked at the door, as if 
feanng some who might enter ; but no one was hin- 
dered entrance, for they came in in crowds. 

C3Til noticed presently one whom he thought 
he knew. He watched him. Yes, it was — it was 
Pietro. 

" Cyril !" said Pietro : his eyes sparkling with joy, 
his whole face framed to laughter, and his whole figure 
to the dance. " Cyril ! you here ? Joy indeed ! 
What, then you have forsaken that rough, narrow 
road ! Ha, ha ! that was a mistake indeed — wander- 
ing on to a future which was never to be, when joys so 
radiant were within our grasp. Ha, ha! madness 
indeed!" 

" The narrow road !'* said Cyril, suddenly and ab- 
sently ; "the narrow road!" he repeated, as if trying 
to collect his scattered thoughts : and he gazed at 
Pietro, as if he were taking in nothing he said, " The 
narrow road !" And a shade of sadness passed over 
his countenance. 

A hand touched him behind: the touch thrilled him. 
" Cyril, are you happy ?" said the voice of the 
Stranger. " Is it not what I told you ?" 

" Quite ; all," said Cyril, " all." And his sorrow 
and memory had gone, flown away, like a sweet, sad 
bird which has sat upon a spray, and sung to us in the 
twilight, and has been startled and is gone — gone to 
the land of morning. 

Cyril threw his arms round Pietro' s neck, and 
kissed him. 

** We are together," said Pietro. 

" Where is Florizel ?" said Cyril. 

" Oh, I know not : he would not come with me. 
He has gone on upon the road of hopelessness, I sup- 
pose." And he laughed. 

At that instant, a magnificent chorus of a thousand 
voices broke out with music. It resounded far and 
wide, and the words were: " Let us eat and drink, for 
to-morrow we die." 
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"It is very dark ; awfully," said Cyril, going up to 
the window. 

" Very," said Pietro ; " it always is so here — utterly 
dark out of window." 

"Very," said Cyril, leaning against it, and gazing 
out. "And yet I think I see thin white forms in the 
darkness." 

"Oh, no, no ; it's your fancy," said Pietro : " there's 
nothing. All new-comers fancy they see those white 
forms." 

" Do they ?"" said Cyril. " But look there : there is 
some one coming, surely. There — there, see it comes 
towards the Palace ! it comes towards the Palace ! 
I am sure it does ! Oh, Pietro, look ! — how awful it 
looks ! I se.e it 1 Oh, oh, Pietro I" said Cyril, seizing 
his arm, " it is coming in at the Palace door, and its 
eye is fixed on me. It is crowned with twilight and 
pale stars. Oh, Pietro, where shall I go ?" 

" Where go ? you fool ! Why, he can't come here, 
whoever he is : the place is amply guarded. You fool, 
be still!" for Cyril, trembling all over, clung closely 
to Pietro' s arm. 

Cyril did not speak, but stood, pale and trembling. 

"There !" screamed Cyril, pointing to the door. 

Pietro looked. Through the open door, walking 
straight on through all the crowds of merry, dancing 
guests, came one ; his dress was of the palest grey ; 
his brow was crowned with twilight which hovered 
round it, and pale stars gleamed from a paler circlet. 

His eye was grey and piercing. He walked straight 
to Cyril. None seemed to see him, though he passed 
through all : he seemed to touch none. He reached 
Cyril: he stretched out his hand, and laid it on Cyril's 
breast. 

Cyril screamed with agony : " Oh, away, away ! so 
cold, so pale, so hopeless !" And he sunk on the 
ground. 

All heard the scream, and turned, and looked, and 
saw nothing. 
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Pietro seemed scared. He, too, saw jiothing. 

But, on a sudden, a chasm was made in the crowd, 
who started aside; and through the chasm, his eye 
flashing with rage, his lip quivering with emotion, 
strode the Stranger. 

He saw him, 

" Who art thou ? "What want you here ? "Who 
dared admit you ?" cried he in fury, as he turned his 
glance on the door, to see who had admitted the speo 
tral form. 

But none had. Still through the doorway streamed 
the incessant throng. 

" Away, away !" said the Stranger, in a voice of 
fury, " away !" And he stamped his foot upon the 
ground. 

, But the figure moved not. He seemed as utterly 
unmoved by the fury of the Stranger, as the mighty 
walls of the Palace. He spoke : " Cyril, will you 
come ?" His voice was sad but awful, and seemed in 
keeping with his twilight crown. 

" Come ! He dare not, may not, shall not 1" 
shouted the Stranger, furiously. 

Cyril made no answer, but, opening his eyes, fixed 
them vacantly and^wildly on the speaker. 

" Cyril, will you come ?" 

" Oh, no, no, no," said he ; ** so cold, so pale, so 
awful ! No, no." And he closed his eyes again. 

Once more he opened them. The figure was by 
him : on his twilight brow seemed his name written : 
^^ Conscience y 

Cyril sadly shook his head ; and, calmly and swiftly 
as he had entered, without speaking, the form was 
gone. 

" Bear him to his chamber !" said the Stranger, 
pointing to Cyril, who lay still fainting and trembling 
on the floor. " Bear him away !" 

And they lifted him up, and bore out the pale and 
fainting youth. And as they bore him, a new an" 
magnificent chorus broke out from all the voices o; 
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the assembled guests ; and the words were, " Let us 
eat and drink, for to-morrow we die.'* 

As they bore him out, chariot wheels drove up to 
the door. It was as it were of a chariot drawn by 
four horses, and they came like the whirlwind. The 
Stranger darted out to the hall. I watched him, but 
he was lost instantly in darkness. 

Soon I heard voices, as it were the greeting of thosiB 
who meet, and I was sure the voice I heard accosting 
the Stranger was that of Azrael. 

Oh, Cyril, Cyril, what have you come to ? Poor 
deluded boy, is there no hope ? Has then the dark 
monarch from whom your Deliverer at such a cost 
freed you, again enthralled you ? Oh, Cyril, has he 
come to find you — to triumph in your fall ? Oh, Cyril, 
where are you now ? whither have they borne you ? 
will you ever return ? 



CHAPTEE XVI. 



THE NIGHT. 



*' A land of darkness, as darkness itself, and of the shadow of 
death, without any order, and where the light is as' darkness." 

When Cyril woke, he found himself in a chamber 
as splendid as the hall he had left : lights, magnificent 
furniture, gorgeous pictures and tapestries, vases and 
statues, of every form and grace, surrounded his open- 
ing eye. The light was of a pale sea green, which 
shed its soft lustre round the room, inviting sleep; 
and soft, gentle music played all around like drops of 
gentle summer rain falling among leaves and flowers 
after a long drought and heat. 

He started up ; he was satisfied and at rest ; he 
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felt weary, and before he had formed the desire into a 
wish he found repose. But other feelings and powers 
began to work — memory. Alone, he began to think 
on the long prospects of happy expectation which 
used to employ him on the narrow road. There was 
no satisfaction, but a painful blank. He thought of 
the twilight figure, and the pale stars, and he trembled ; 
he found no comfort there. He thought of the possi- 
bility of anything happening to the palace where he 
was ; he saw nothing beyond : and could this last 
for ever? Bursts of music came rolling up the 
stairs : it was all to these words, " Let us eat and 
drink, for to-morrow we die." 

Cyril started from his bed ; some one seemed to move 
across the room ; he gazed into the brilliant air of the 
chamber ; there was, surely, a form whose colour was 
like the twilight ? It stood opposite his bed ; the 
eyes were fixed on him, cold and stony ; the hand was 
stretched out, and pointed to him ; the pallid stars 
were circled round the brow, all as before with the 
figure in the hall. He passed his hand over his eyes 
and fell back. "Away, away," cried he; "I cannot 
bear you. No, no !" He opened them again, and the 
form was gone. 

"What shall I do?" said Cyril. "This will not 
do, something is wrong. I have been deceived. The 
present is not all : I have other feelings in me which 
need gratifying besides hunger, thirst, sleep, and pas- 
sioftj— something more to make me happy. There is 
no background to the scene; it is all, all present. 
And then, shall I not die ? and then, what is then .''" 

Another burst of the chorus rolled up the stairs : 
* Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die." 

Maddened by his own thoughts, and worn out 
with the excitement of the ever-present and the 
never-future, he rushed to the window ; curtains 
with enormous folds hung down over it, lit with the 
hot rays of the lamps. He tore them aside, but 
they moved heavily ; at length they roUa^ nx:^^ «sA 
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the window was before him ; with great difficulty he 
threw it open, a cold and piercing wind rushed past" 
him, so unlike the soft, luxurious air within. He 
gazed into the darkness, but it was utter ; he almost 
felt it ; darkness " which could be felt ;" it pained his 
brow. He leant out to try and see, but he saw 
nought, he was as one blind. He stood there for 
some minutes, while the wind and the darkness 
seemed to increase. He heard the music burst from 
below : " Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die." 
Oh, how maddening the sound was ; that wild, 
wretched monotony ! ' 

At that moment low voices fell on his ear ; some 
were talking below the window. The tone of one* of 
the voices riveted his attention, he knew it and he 
shuddered. 

" Eemember your reward, it shall be enormous ; mil- 
lions of ages you shall be a prince among the damned 
in hell ; but remember, your work must be complete, 
you must keep him till the palace falls in ruins, 
then he is ours— for ever I'^ said the terrible voice of 
Azrael. 

" Fear not," said Apistis, which I now knew was 
the name of the seducer ; "fear not, he is bound hand 
and foot, he is caught in the meshes of an inextricable 
net ; he is mine, my reward is sure. Ha ! ha 1" 

"Be not too sure, fool,'* said the voice of Azrael, 
in bitter irony ; " thou hast lost rarer victims than 
yon young Cyril, thou hast been nearer thy ch^ce 
than this, and failed. Be not too sure." 

" I have no doubt," said Apistis, "none; he is evea 
jiow in his chamber fascinated with delight." 

" True, but remember much may happen ere the 
palace falls, and all these ideals of the present are lost 
for ever." 

" How long, Azrael ? 

" How long ? why hours ; to-morrow's sun at least 
will sink first." 

*'! iave him." 
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** Fool, remember the cursed Deliverer is ever seek- 
ing the wanderers, and he w ill pass thy palace gate, 
guard it never so well, unless thy vigilance surpasses 
what I imagine. I fear thee." 

"He cannot pass it, it is impossible," said Apistis, 
violently. 

" Well, to Him I sometimes think all things are 
possible ; He is so vigilant after those whom He calls 
nis own." 

" But thou goest about seeking whom thou mayest 
devour, more vigilantly than even the Deliverer." 

** Ah !" said Azrael, with a bitter irony. " But has 
no one escaped thy vigilance and found yon Cyril 
out even in thy palace of present strength ? Has 
not yon pale and mournful figure, who so often has 
baffled thy vigilance, found his way to Cyril ?" 

" Thou meanest him w^ho has Conscience written in 
starlight on his brow. Yes, he came, but Cyril heeded 
not." 

"Ha, that is good !" said Azrael, musingly. "But 
the Deliverer has found many whom Conscience found 
not. The latter ever or often scares and terrifies, 
but the former melts with what he calls love, the 
chain of ice with which Conscience enthrals his 
captives. But never mind, keep all thy guards astir ; 
place double watches on every gate and turret, leave 
no point unwatched ; this may be the last night ; the 
Deliverer will be astir and vigilant. Even now, as I 
drove my chariot and horses along the narrow way, I 
saw his melancholy figure moving hitherwards, and 
he bore in his hand the lamp he ever seeks with, I 
doubted not he was thinking of Cyril, and had him 
in his eye. But he can do nothing unless the boy 
desires him to come ; and if thou keepest him well, 
and guardest closely thy palace, then the strong man 
keepeth his palace, and his goods are in peace. Be 
watchful: thy exceeding great reward of pre-eminence 
in hell for ever and ever, to be chief is agony but to be 
able to inflict endless agonies on millions^ all de^^^sL 
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on this last night's watch. Farewell 1 But, stop ! 
Pietro ! is he sate ?" 

" Quite : bound hand and foot, — safe.", 

" It is good." And the next instant through the 
darkness and on the pathway of the howling wind, 
flew oiF the steeds of Azrael's chariot, and bore the 
wheels rapidly away. « 

The sound was tremendous, even as a hundred 
whirlwinds, as he drove away. The chorus burst out 
through the window : " Let us eat and drink, for to- 
morrow we die." 

Cyril gazed, but he saw nought : once he imagined 
he saw a form very terrible afar off, with a lurid light 
around it ; he thought it was like Azrael, but it was 
instantaneous. 

All was still. "What shall I do ?" said Cyril in 
agony and clasping his hands as he leant his burn- 
ing brow against the window. " Oh, the narrow road, 
blessed, blessed road, which I have forsaken ! Oh, 
my peaceful lot ! Oh, the city which glowed with 
light ever most lovely when I was most sad ! Oh, 
undone, undone, past recovery !" and he wept. 

He gazed again into the darkness. He fancied 
now that thin, shade-like figures flitted or moved 
mournfully to and fro, and some seemed to come 
close to him like visible shadows ; and as he tried to 
see them clearly, he thought he heard voices saying, 
" Undone, undone !" Oh, the bitter mournfulness of 
those tones 1 " Undone, undone !" 

The more Cyril looked, the more sure he was that 
the dark air was full of them ; and as he looked out 
afar one suddenly came close to him and looked at 
him with mournful eyes, like a shade in a dream, and 
spoke and said, 

" I am undone ! flee, flee from the palace, it is 
ruin ! I was in it once, and now all, all is lost. I 
forsook the narrow road, I forsook the future for the 
present ; faith for sight : oh, flee while you can I Quite 
lost I" 
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At that instant, while Cyril leaning forward was 
striving to gain each last faint whisper of the voice, 
the voice of Apistis rung through the air. " Ha ! and 
do you dare ?" cried he. 

The sad spirit shuddered and was fleeing away, but 
as he flew, Cyril cried out bitterly, " What sliall I do P 
oh, tell me, tell me !" 

** Call the Deliverer," answered the fleeting spirit, as 
he was hurried away into realms of deeper darkness. 

And the chorus broke out again, " Let us eat and 
drink, for to-morrow we die." 

Cyril returned to the chamber ; he tried the door, 
it was fastened, and he presently became conscious 
that guards outside kept it closely. He returned ; he 
sought for his book, but it was gone. He clasped his 
hands together, and lifting up his eyes, which were 
streaming with tears, he cried aloud, " Oh, my Deliverer, 
my Saviour, hast thou indeed left me for ever?" 

A silence succeeded, when, as if from the deep dark- 
ness, came a voice which said, " The good Shepherd 
goeth after the lost sheep till He find it." 

Cyril listened: all was still, the music had ceased; not 
a sound broke on the intense quiet : all slept through 
the palace ; quiet as in a tomb lulled every thing : no 
sound was there except the gentle trickling of scented 
waters, which fell all around to soothe men to sleep. 

There was, as it were, the sound of a footstep far 
away, as in the lowest passages of the palace, soft yet 
sure : Cyril thought he knew it. He was sure he had 
heard it. It seemed as if one were silently wandering 
rorund the palace seeking another whom he had lost : 
the step came nearer and nearer ; it seemed to ap^- 

E roach by the long corrrdors which divided the rooms 
'om each other. Ever and anon there was a pause 
as of one standing by a door listening. 

Cyrirs heart beat high ; he could scarcely bi 
Could it be the Deliverer ? yet how ? "Was 114 
palace strongly guarded ? Were there not gui 
very door ? Was not Apistis awake ? Howcoi 
While he thought, the Footstep 

o 
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Cyril imagined, outside his chamber. He listened; 
his finger was on his lips. A Voice came low yet 
beautiful, '* Behold, I stand at the door and knock." 

Cyril started : he moved towards the door ; but 
before he could do aught, the door opened, and He 
was in the room. He looked sorrowful ; His eye was 
as no eye which Cyril had ever seen ; it was inquiring, 
yet certain ; full of question, yet full of answer. He 
was dressed as He had ever been, when He took the 
city from Azrael, and when He walked before Cyril on 
the road. In his hand was a lamp, which shed its 
warm lustre full on Cyril's form and face, and on 
every fold of his garment, but on nought else in the 
room ; all else was as before. The lamp was exceed- 
ingly beautiful. There was nothing awful in it: it 
gave a warm, melting, softening, glowing light. I 
could not but feel how different the effect was with 
that of the other pale visitant, and so indeed the effect 
seemed to be on Cyril, for he had already flung himself 
on his knees before the Deliverer, and was bathing his 
feet with tears, and uttering scarcely audible cries of 
humble bitterness for mercy. I saw tne Deliverer bend 
down and lift up the prostrate boy, and looking, oh, so 
exceeding merciful, such as no words could describe, he 
said something to him, which seemed to fill his soul 
with peace. 

A peace, a comfort, spread over his countenance, so 
unlike the excited pleasure of the last few hours of 
madness and of peril. 

" Fear not, for I am with thee," said the Voice of 
encouragement. 

I noticed, that having stayed the stream of tears 
which Cyril shed with the healing balm of love and 
forgiveness. He drew him towards the window. 

" Oh, Sir," said Cyril, "not there, not there;" and 
he turned away his eyes from the darkness. 

But still the Deliverer led the way to the open 

space. I could not but gaze with wonder on his 

form ; I saw that round his brow was a warm and 

glowing light, in contrast mt\i \i)cv.^ Cio\^ ^oleness of 
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the starlight of that other Form. They stood before 
the window. 

" Tou think," said the Voice, " that there is no back- 
ground — ^nothing beyond ; they tell you it is all pre- 
sent. See, before you leave it." 

With these words He turned the ray of his lamp out 
into the darkness; in an instant a beam of living, 
heavenly light streamed like a pathway for angels 
along the mighty space of darkness. Cyril gazed, en- 
tranced in mute surprise ; the stream of light was so 
clear, that a new world was opened to his eyes. 

There was the narrow road, stretching out farther 
and farther towards the end ; then, very far away in 
the horizon was the city, standing out against the 
glowing light, with its towers, and its citadels, and its 
walls ; soft and calm as when, a little while ago, Cyril 
looked at it from the narrow road. There it was! 
Oh, with what feelings of sorrowful, unutterable love 
did Cyril gaze on what had been almost his lost inhe- 
ritance. He gazed along the beam of light till tears 
dimmed his eyesight. 

For an instant the lamp was removed, and the ray 
turned in another direction. Another stream or vista 
of light was opened in the darkness. Far, very far 
down it Cyinl saw in extreme distance a red lustre, as 
when hot thunder-clouds crowd together with burning 
brows for the storm. 

On a sudden, in the midst of the ruddy glow, a 
dark spot was visible ; it was a chariot with four 
horses, which were galloping away towards the storm- 
like horizon — a figure, whose back was towards the 
pAlace, bending forwards, as of one driving furiously, 
stood out dark and black against the ruddy light. 

It was Azrael and his departing chariot on his way 
from the palace after his conversation with Apistis, to 
his home. Cyril shuddered. The lamp was withdrawn. 

" Follow me," said the Deliverer, turning towards 
the door. 

Cyril turned, and fpllowed. " Sir," said he, " I will 
follow thee whithersoever thovi goe^t?* 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



THE ESCAPE. 



\ 



** And he went out and followed him, and wist not that it was 
true which was done by the angel ; but thought he saw a vision." 

" How sliall we escape ?" was the question which 
filled Cyril's mind. " The guards surround the door; 
the corridors are full." He looked, and saw that the 
guards had faljen fast asleep at the doors ; they slum- 
bered heavily. The palace was still as death. 

The Deliverer went forth calmly ; his lamp burnt 
in his hand. It shed its beam on the sleeping guard, 
but it woke them not ; it shone on the doorways of 
many a chamber along the passages, but there was no 
sound. 

Cyril followed silently. Afber they had passed the 
guard, they 6ame to a door where a lamp without a 
flame was standing outside. He stopped a moment at 
the door, and was still. Cyril watched him. The 
folds of his robe fell heavily down ; the eye was one 
which looked anxiously, as of one which knew the 
answer and saw to the end, and yet tarried long. Cyril 
never saw a human expression like it. He seemed 
listening with an intensity Cyril never saw equalled : 
He knocked. So still was the palace, that the echo 
of that knock, soft as it was, echoed far and wide 
amid the slumberers ; but none woke. One of the 
guards turned and sighed, and another started, and 
sat up, and held his hand over his heavy eye, and 
gazed at Cyril, and fell back, and was asleep again. 
Again he knocked : Cyril stood silently, and listening. 
No answer again ; but still He waited. He knocked 
a third time, and this time a low laugh was beard 
inside, and voices as of people awake. 

" Give me that crown of flowers," said the well 
known voice of Pietro. 
"They are faded," waa t\\e aiva^^x. 
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** Oh, nonsense," said he ; " give them me." 

" No, no ; here is a silver chaplet and flowers of 
frosted silver round it." 

" Ha, ha !" cried Pietro, " do I not now look beau- 
tiful ? Look in yon mirror." 

There was another movement, and a laugh within. 
Again He knocked ; a louder laugh burst from within. 
He sighed, and walked on. 

Once more He stopped before another door which 
was closed, and knocked ; and one came to it and 
opened it, and gazed out. Cyril remembered his face 
in the hall last night. He looked very sad, and 
seemed inclined to come ; but then he cast his eye on 
the sleeping guard, he seemed terrified, and went back ; 
he gazed exceeding soiTowfuUy on the Deliverer : he 
would not come, but closed the door. 

He with the lamp stood and waited, and long after 
the door had closed He stood listening ; but no one 
came again. 

Cyril remembered where it was written, " The Loed 
is long-suffering to us- ward, not willing that any should 
perish." 

And they two went on. 



But now a new scene was preparing of a different 
nature. At the entrance to the palace a mighty stir 
was heard, and the voice of Apistis loud in angry 
fury. 

" "Wretches ! fools ! demons ! who admitted him ? 
Did I not tell you that chains of red hot agony should 
be the lot of those for ever who should let him pass ? 
and he has — he is in the palace ! Wretches ! I will 
have chains forged to gnaw your flesh for ever, if he 
come out, and the youth escape with him." 

And the awful being laughed with rage. 

Multitudes were gathering round him ; the pas- 
sages were filling with the warriors of Azrael. Terror 
was spread on every face. All were armed with spears 
and poisoned arrows; all shuddered vdth alarm till 
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their teeth chattered. There was gathering enough 
to stay a hundred men ; every eye was fixed upon the 
doorway, and every foot placed out, to give the figure 
greater power to strike. 

" I have summoned Azrael ; he will be here anon," 
said the voice of Apistis. " Oh, ye demons ! if He pass 
with yon young boy, eternity shall not suffice to punish 
you. How did He pass? who saw Him? at what 
hour was it?" 

" None saw Him, dread liege, no one ; He passed un- 
noticed by us all. Who can keep Him out ? did any 
ever succeed yet ?" 

" "Wretches, you have undone yourselves ; but hark ! 
He comes — I hear his footfall ; He comes along yon 
corridor, and Cyril follows ! Oh, would that Azrael 
were here !" 

Apistis looked towards the distant darkness to see 
if Azrael came. 

But now that footfall was heard distinct and soft, 
like a sound in a dream. All eyes were turned to the 
door, and gazed as if the burning balls would start 
from their sockets. Every arrow was pointed at the 
door, as if to bury in a moment a hundred shafts in 
the bosoms of those who should come forth. 

At length forth from the darkness into the glare of 
blazing torch light, which shone up red and terrible in 
every gazing face, came the Form of him, before whose 
countenance the heavens flee away. He looked around ; 
his lamp was in his hand, and its radiant lustre hovered 
round his brow. The folds of his garment moved on 
the ground. As He crossed the threshold. He turned 
to Cyril, who was close behind Him, and said, 

" No weapon which is formed against thee shall 
prosper." 

He turned, and his Eye was on the multitude. Oh, 
surely now no power can save young Cyril ; surely 
yon dread array will overpower him. 

"Who is this that cometh from Edom, with dyed 
garments from Bozrah P this that is glorious in his ap- 
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parel, travelling in the greatness of his strength ? I 
that speak in righteousness, mighty to save." 

What was the astonishment of Cyril, when, on a 
sudden, every hand which held the lance, and every 
finger which grasped the bow, dropped powerless by 
the side. The eyes strained with evident agony, a;nd 
the fingers convulsively strove to move. None could 
stir ; every arm seemed paralyzed, and every effort 
powerless. Apistis raved with madness, but none 
answered his call ; all seemed deaf to it. 

The Deliverer passed on, and Cyril trod in his 
steps. Apistis seemed as if he would seize the De- 
liverer, but he touched Him not; he caught at Cyril, 
but he caught at a shadow. 

" None shall pluck them out of My bosom." 

At that moment the chariot wheels of Azrael were 
heard. Apistis laughed ; the next moment Azrael 
was there. 

" Yon boy is mine !*' shouted he, in a tone which 
made the palace rock to its foundations. 

" He is bought with a price," said the Yoice. 

Azrael stretched out his hand to catch him. 

" Thou art mine," said he, " mine for ever and ever. 
Thou wast mine once, and art now." 

" I have led captivity captive," said the Voice. 

" On your peril, stay !" said Azrael. 

But Cyril walked on trembling with his hands 
joined, and his eye on the Deliverer. 

" Will you be his, Cyril? He cannot touch you 
without your will." 

" Master," said Cyril, firmly, " I will follow thee 
whithersoever thou goest." 

And they two moved on. 

Moved on through the blazing light — moved on ; 
moved on from the glare of torches — moved on through 
the motionless hosts — moved on past Apistis and Az- 
rael. Cyril closed his eyes. He opened them ; they 
were on the narrow road. 

Oh! what words shall describe the joy of that 
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poor wanderer at being once more on the narrow 
road, safe returned! He fell on his knees, and 
bathed again and again the feet of Him who had led 
him there. 

" Blessing and glory, and honour and power, be imto 
the Lamb for ever and ever." 

He rose from his knees. At that moment through 
the air there came the echoes of a far-off chorus, which 
rolled towards them, and the words were : " Let us 
eat and drink, for to-morrow we die." Cyril shud- 
dered. 

The next instant an awful noise echoed through the 
sky and earth louder than a thousand thunders, and 
a blaze of light which illumined the seventh heaven. 
Cyril gazed in wonder. 

"It is the palace," said the Voice, "and all in it 
gone to endless despair." 

Cyril sank on his knees. In the midst of the out- 
burst of sound, there seemed still lingering sounds of 
the old chorus, " Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow 
we die." 

Pietro, where was he ? 

Cyril looked round ; the Deliverer was gone ! he 
was alone. It was morning — daybreak; the narrow 
road was as it had been : calm, quiet, grey, and still. 
He was again in his simple garb, with his pilgrim's staff 
and shell. His book lay before him on the ground : 
he picked it up. 

He heard a sweet, childlike voice singing near him. 
It sung, 

" Jerusalem, my happy home, 
Name ever dear to me, 
When shall my sorrows have an end, 
In joy, and peace, and thee ?" 

Cyril looked : a child's figure, with his face turned 
to the distant city, and his hands joined together as 
he walked and sang, was before him. 

It was Plorizel. 
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CHAPTEE XVIII. 

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW OF DEATH. 

'* Though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of Death, 
Thou art with me." 

" Oh, Cyril," said Florizel, "where have you been ? 
I have been travelling along upon this happy road, and ' 
all seems so pleasant and beautiful ; but I have won- 
dered where you were. I missed you a long time ago. 
And Pietro, where is he ?" 

The simplicity and cheerfulness of the child as- 
tonished Cyril: worn out with what he had just gone 
through, engrossed in the memory of the past, and 
dreading the future and his own weakness and in- 
firmity, he could hardly understand a state of mind 
so free of anxiety as Florizers. 

" Been ! Flonzel, never mind. I wish I had been 
with you. How happy you must have been." 

" Oh, very, very happy : I only wanted you." 

** You have not left the road, then, at all?" said Cyril. 

" Left the road, Cyril ? No ; why should I P The 
blessed One placed me here, and I should not leave it ; 
should I?" 

Cyril sighed. " Do you not find it hard to keep in 
it, riorizel?" 

" Hard ? No; a little rough sometimes, and rather 
sad when I could not see you, but I have never, you 
know, been used to any other road. It is like home 
to me ; and then the beautiful city to which we are 
going home, — ^you know, Cyril, which we looked at 
together through the glass, — that always looks so 
lovely, it makes me happy. And the' Blessed One, 
He who conquered Azrael, you know, and let us go, 
He often is near me, and I hear his voice, and it 
gives me such happy thoughts. I sometimes hear j 
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sweet voices sing to me and say : * Come, ye children, 
hearken to me, and 1 will teach you the fear of the 
Lord.' And sometimes they say, * Suffer little child- 
ren to come to me, and forbid them not.' I have seen 
several turnings out of the way, but I have never 
turned down one. Once 1 was tempted to do so by 
one who flattered me, and admired my long hair, and 
offered bright-coloured toys, and begged me to come 
in ; but I said I was bound for the heavenly city, and 
I could not go in, and then she left me. 1 heard them 
laugh after me, but I did not mind : I went on. Oh, 
yes, I am quite happy.*' 

Cyril listened to all this with astonishment, and 
sighed again : what would he give to have pursued the 
same innocent obedience ! 

"May I walk with you now, Cyril?" said little 
riorizel, smiling up in Cyril's face, and taking him 
fondly by the hand. " May I ?" 

"May you, Tlorizel? Indeed, you may. I only 
wish tli'it-^— '' 

" Wish what ?" said Florizel. 

** Why, wish — Oh, nevermind ! we will go together, 
Florizel, and I pray we may never be divided again." 

" Oh, no," said Florizel, " we shall be so happy 
together. Oh, Cyril, do you know, I have had such 
bright sights of the glorious city, you have no idea ! 
so lovely, and they made me so happy ! We will 
look at them together now." 

Through that long day of weariness to Cyril, the 
child continued his innocent talk and cheered the way^ 

Night came at last, and the two pilgrims lay down 
to rest by the roadside, in a place prepared for the 
repose of travellers by the King of the road. 

The moon shone brightly on the path, and on 
Florizel' s slumbering face and long shining hair. He 
lay with his face turned to the distant city. Cyril, 
wrapped in his cloak, lay beside him. Florizel was 
dreaming of the future, the city to which he went^ 
when suddenly a hand touched him. He started up 
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from his sleep, and saw before him the form of a 
bright and glorious messenger. He looked exceeding 
kindly on the sleeping boy ; still there was something 
a little sad and stem about his manner — a very little. 

** Florizel," said the Blessed One, " the Deliverer 
has sent for you ; he wants you at once in the 
heavenly city.'* 

"What ?" said the child, starting up, and striving 
to take in what the messenger said. " What ? Go 
where ?" 

^ To the heavenly city," said the other. 

" What, home ?" 

" Yes, riorizel, home." 

"What, before I have finished my journey ?" 

" Tou have finished your journey," said he : " it is 
done." 

" Done ?" said the child ; " done ? I thought I had 
many years more." 

" No ; the Loed wants you now ; there is a place 
empty in the glorious city, and you are to fill it. 
Make haste and get ready to come with me." 

Florizel gazed in silent wonder on the form before 
him: his glowing beauty astonished the wondering child. 

**And where," said Florizel, "where is the De- 
liverer ? Will he be there ?" 

" He will be at the entrance of the Dark Valley to 
go through with you, and see you safely to the other 
side. Tou will find him there." 

" ShaU I ?" said Florizel. " And what of Cyril ? 
Will not he come with me ?" 

" No ; he will wait long : he has a long journey yet 
to go, and you will wait his arrival in the city." 

"I thought he would come too," said Floi^zel, 
sorrowfully. 

At this moment Cyril woke, and started up at see- 
ing the messenger. 

" He has come to fetch me away to the city, Cyril, 
and he says you must not come yet. Oh, Cynl, Cyril, 
I cannot bear to leave you, and yet I must ; I have 
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always longed to go. Cyril, make haste and follow 
me. Will you not ?" 

By this time Cyril was standing by Florizel's side, 
and had begun to comprehend the state of the matter. 

" Farewell, dear Florizel," said he, " farewell ! we 
shall meet by and by. Look out for me. I may not 
come yet — not for a long, long time ; then I shall, if 
the Deliverer will bring me safely to you ; but I may 
not yet : I have got much to do. Farewell, the dear 
companion of my earlier journey, farewell.'* 

The words died away in echoes along the edge of 
the wilderness, for Florizel was gone. His guide had 
led him swiftly away, and Cyril could see him no 
more. A faint but beautiful light shone quietly in his 
track, but that too was presently nearly gone, and 
Cyril saw him no more. 



There was a high range of hills which bounded the 
long pathway of the narrow road. Through their 
dark sides numberless chasms opened from the road on 
to the wild and awful scene beyond. Some of these 
chasms were close, and high, and exceeding diflBcult of 
access : some were wdder and shallower ; but through 
one of these, every one who came from the narrow 
road must go to reach the city of light and glory. 
I saw that these were called the dark mountains, and 
it was of these that Jeremiah spoke, when he said : 
" Give glory to the Loed your GrOD, before your feet 
stumble upon the dark mountains." 

Though the range was so difficult and steep and 
frowning, yet they did not obscure the city from those 
who were travellers on the narrow road. Beyond 
them lay outstretched a long and wide-spread shelv- 
ing shore, full of stones, and rocks, and pits, most 
difficult for those who trod amongst them to sur- 
mount, and deep shadows and often fogs heavy and 
dire enveloped and wrapped the shelving land in 
impenetrable mists. This led down to a valley, ex- 
ceeding dark like night, into the bottom of which no 
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one could see who stood on the further shore. It 
was of this, evidently, that Job spoke, when he said : 
" I go even to the land of darkness and the shadow of 
death : a land of darkness, as darkness itself, and of 
the shadow of death without any order." 

Now, I stood gazing on this valley, and wondered 
how any one could cross it, and yet live, for it seemed 
so exceeding terrible; but while thus musing, I 
looked up and beheld to my astonishment and de- 
light the city beyond, standing on a hill, glowing with 
light so intense that I had taken it hitherto, without 
looking more closely into it, for the sun itself, — it was 
so beautiful and glorious. All the towers (which, 
hitherto, on the narrow road, had stood out so sepa- 
rately and darkly,) now seemed as nothing. Tlie city 
as a whole stood before me in marvellous beauty, — so 
dazzling that I could not look at it. 

I saw, too, as I thought, figures walking to and fro 
and entering in through the gates of it ; onwards they 
streamed, for there were many who were issuing from 
the dark valley. I noticed that all became so absorbed 
in the glory and wonder of the scene before them, that 
they seemed wholly to forget the dark shadows of the 
realm which they had just left. 

I never saw a greater contrast than that presented 
by the chain of dark and awful hills, and the deep 
and shadowy valley, and the city beyond : no ideas 
of morning and night, of the darkest thunder-cloud 
and the most radiant lightning, could be more strongly 
contrasted. I saw issuing from one of the chasms of 
the dark mountains, two figures : one was Florizel, and 
the other was thg messenger who had called him before. 

The child, as he issued forth, looked exceeding 
beautiful, but very pale, and his appearance was 
that of one who had come full of a scene which had 
alarmed him and disturbed him. 

But his eye was fixed on his companion, who was 
engrossed in the charge which had been committed to 
him. I thought that the child would be at once ah- 
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sorbed in alarm with the sight of the dreadful valley 
which lay before him, but, to my surprise he seemea 
scarcely to heed it. 

** Oh, there, there," cried he, " see there is the city 
on the hill. We are close to it. Is it not glorious ? 
I shall soon be there, and then I shall wait for Cyril 
and those who set out with me on the road ; shsJl I 
not, sir ?" said he, looking up in the face of him who 
accompanied him. 

"Yes," was the answer, "yes; but through the 
dark valley first, Florizel ; then the city." 

" Ah," said he, a little sadly, but he quickly re- 
covered himself, saying, " But the Deliverer has gone 
through it, has He not, and known all about it ?" 

" All," said the other : " knows it well, every turn of 
it, even for those who will have to traverse its darkest 
and coldest paths." 

^ And He will meet me on the other side ?" said 
Florizel. 

" Yes, He will : you will see his figure as you go 
through, and He will speak to you, to cheer and com- 
fort you." 

Now I noticed the few things that were around the 
entrance. This valley of shadows had in it shades of 
different kinds which flitted and moiu*ned before those 
who passed through it according to certain accidents 
of the past life of each, or according to certain traits in 
their several dispositions ; and the record left of their 
passage seemed to indicate that the journey for some 
was far more lengthened and protracted than for others, 
and far more painful and sorrowful. 

There were records left at the entrance of all those 
who had passed through, and some account of what 
they had endured ; and this was for the guidance and 
encouragement of those who followed. 

I determined that I would study these records, and 
especially notice the way in which Cyril, and others I 
had been interested in, would pass the awful valley. 

The shore of stones which lay on the side of the 
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valley was rough and painful in a high degree to those 
who approached it. I saw that little Florizel felt it 
exceedingly ; but he was so taken up with the bright 
prospect at the end, that he scarcely complained. He 
at length entered the valley, and the messenger 
followed him. 

On reading the record of what those had suffered 
who bad passed before, I was astonished at the little 
distress it cost him. The pathway was very dark, but 
for him a bright ray of light beamed along from the 
other end, which never for an instant deserted the 
childlike pilgrim. It came through the aperture at 
the other side, like a light streaming in through a low 
and distant archway into the centre of a cold and 
chilling stream of sable waters. 

Shades and awful forms came hovering round him, 
and gazing at him ; but none spoke to him, and none 
touched him. None seemed to have known him in 
life, and had nought of connection with him now ; he 
never seemed to notice them. Dark passages and 
awful chasms opened continually on either side ; but 
he never looked at them. He passed them with an 
unheeding eye. I had remarked that in the cases of 
most, these passages, and chasms, and spectral forms 
had awful significance in this valley of shadows ; but 
not for riorizel. 

He seemed throughout its passage to have his eye 
continually fixed on the figure at the end, which I 
knew was that of the Deliverer ; and gazing at this, 
Florizel's soul seemed filled w^th rapture. 

I looked away for a moment, and when I looked 
again, Florizel had passed the dark valley. I looked 
beyond its shadowy confine: a ray of indescribably 
lovely light fell over the place, lighting up everything 
around. Bright and beautiful beings, with faces beam- 
ing w^ith smiles were coming from the city ; all turned 
towards the shadowy vallev. Each one held a harp in 
his hand, and seeme^ waiting in readiness for some 
event to strike the golden wires. The throngs wete 
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BBNNBTT.— Tales of a London Parteh, ftc, by 'the aothor of 
"TslesofKhrkbeok.** BditM by the Ber. W. 1. B. Btoaett. oh. 

BBNNETT.—Omr Doctor, and other Tsles of Cfarkbetik. By the 
aothor of "Tales of a Londaii Saifah.*' Bdlted by the Aev. 
W. J. E. Bennett, M.A. 5s. 

BSBIBAVSIODNT. AFiagmeiit. i8mo* W^rtpper, 4d.- 

BETTT OOILN WJi2IiI« and her QraodchUdraa : onifeim witti 
"Herry and Archie.** ed. ' 

BJDZANT.— Geographieal Qoestions, classed nnder heads an^Mer- 
spersed with History and Genertd Information. Bf J. BeKuit. Ss. 

KBY to ditto. Ss. 

BIOGBAFHTESS.— Lires of Englishmen in Past Diiyi;- 

flrst Bsstss, oontsining^HsrlierC DonnlB, Ken, Saa^ienaD; 6i. 

8eoond Series, KettleweU, Hammond, Wllsoii, MotifpeflBon, Bold, 
JoDy. fid. . 

Third Series, Walton, Wb^tton, Tandmwe, Bail bf Derby, CoDing. 
wood, Rafflesr Exmouth. lOd; 

Fourth Series, King Alfred, Sir T. More, John Eydyti.- is; 

TBJl BtftrtHI^AY; by th4 author of «« Gideon,*^ "jQsUih/? fte. 
38. 6d. . 

BIiAOK.— Messlas and Antl-Messias. A Prophetical Bspositi^, to 
which are added Two Homilies cm the Body of Caaiax. . Bf the 
Rev. 0. J. Black. 8to. 5s. 

BiiAOEMOBB.— The Doctrine of the Rqssian Church, ire. IVana^ 
lated frbm the SlaTonicRossianby the Rey. R. W. Blackmmse; 8b. 

BIiAO&MOBS.— flarmony of Anglican DoctriDes with those at 
the CathoUe and ApostoUc Chordh of the Bast. ss. - - 

BIiAGKMOBX!.— History of the -Church of |ta«Ma, Iqr A. N. 
Moorayleir. Translated by the Rev. R. W. Blackmorei M.A. 
10s.6d. 

BOODIiH^— Ways of OrerttMnidg Te&ipCsctioD. By the Rer. R. O. 
Boodle. 4d. 

BOOK GW OOMMON^HAYSft, The, 6f ig<$/ ac cord ip g 
to the Sealed Copy in the Tower. Printed in red and Mack, with 
the oldBlxevir .tnM» calf,( iai..6d^j:jhok!bcQD,47'«.iidI^ .antiffia 
calf, 18s. and a is. 

BOOK OiP COMMON PBATXB, The,iiccfoidingtotti»ase 
' 6ftfae.<abnrGft«^fiQ0tUQd,. RoMh«ilt^^.4ld.. / . 
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In oonne of Publication. 

THE BOOK OP COMMON PRAYER, WITH PLAIN 
SONO, Adapted and Harmonised thronghout, for the use of tbe 
Choirs of Cathedrals, Coile^ Chapels, and other "Quirei and 
naces where they sing." 

Much has been done to promote the knowledge of Ecdesiattlcal 
Music, and to improve Uie condition of our Choral Service; nume- 
rous also are the Choral Books which have of late been published 
with the view of facilitatbig this great object, and for many of theaa 
works we must feel grateful; the want however of a complete 
English Choral Service Book is still much felt. AAd with the view of 
providing this, it has been determined on publishing the ** Book of 
Common Prayer with Merbecke's Ritual Music adapted and harmo- 
nised throu^out,*' and it is hoped that this work will be found fully to 
meet this want. 

It is believed that not only in those Churches (where the revival 
of Church principles has already done so much towards the improve- 
ment of our Choral Service) wiU this Book be gladly welcomed, but, 
that it will also be found of much use in the Choirs of our Cathe. 
drals and College Chapels, where the Ritual Music of the English 
Church in its correct form is but very imperfectly understood. 

It will be printed in the best style, in small 4to. with the directions 
and Priest's (Music) Part in red, and with illuminated capitals. 

The price will be kept as low as possible, not exceeding 30b. to 
Subscribers, whose names will be gladly received by the Publisher. 

THE ORDER FOR THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD 
Printed from the Book of Common Prayer : the Musical Notation 
(Arom Merbecke's Booke of Common Praier Noted, 1550) Harmo> 
nised. Being a specimen of the above work, intended for the use 
of Choirs. Price is., 98. per doz. 

BOOK OP JAMILIT FBAYSBS arranged according to the 
Ecclesiastical Days and Seasons of the Church of Gon. By a 
Layman, is. 4d. 

BOOK OF FAMILY FBATEBS, collected from the FubUc 
Liturgy of the Church of England. By the Sacrist oi Durham. 
Fcap. 8vo., cloth, SB. 6d. 

BO'WDLSB, Bev. T.— Prayers for a Christian Household, chiefly 
taken from the Scriptures, from the Ancient Liturgies, and the 
Book of Common Prayer. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 3s. 

BO'WDLSB, Bev. T.— A Few Words of Family InstrnctioD, in- 
troductory to ** Prayers for a Christian Household." Fcap. 8vo., 
cloth, is. 6d. 

BO'WDLSB, Bev. T.— Sermons on the Privileges, Responsi- 
bilities, and Duties of Members of the Gospel Covenant. Vol. I. 
Advent, Christmas, Epiphany. Vol. II. Septuagesima, Lent, 
Passion Week. Post 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. each. 

BOWD'LEiA, Mrs. H. M.— Sermons on the Doctrines and Duties 
of Christianity. Forty-fourth edition. To which is prefixed an 
Essay on the Proper Employment of Time, Dsaents, Foartune, ftc. 
Fcap. 8vo., 6S. 

b2 
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THE BOOK OP FOSTBT. u. M. 

*DWBi BOOK OF FABIii: AlTD AUjIBQOVT. Ss. 

BHfiCEEIN.— ChrtotfAa*8 Convene. A practical trtatise, adapted 
br the Bishop of Brechin^ 4d. elotb, fid. roan. 

BBSCHIN. — Meditations on the Snlfeilnr Life of nnr Loan. 
Translated fiom Plnart, by the late Lady Eteanor Law. KdKed 
by the Btshop of Brechin. Second Edition, 0b. (M. ; calf^ 9b. 

BBEOHIN.— Nourishment of the Christiao Soul. Translated from 
PLoart, by the late Lady Eleanor LaW. Edited by the Bishop of 
Brechin. Os. fid. } calf, 9s. 

BBXjOHOQ'.— The Mirror of Yovuic Christians. Translated from 
the Ftenoh, by thelato Lady Vleanot Law. Edited by the Bishop 
of Brechin. Uniform with the ** Divhie Master." With Ansrar- 
ings, Ss. fid. Morocco antique, fis. fid. 

BBXIGHTN'.— Memorlale WtK Sacerdotalis ; or. Solemn Wamines 
of the Great Shepherd, Jbhvh Christ, to the Clergy of His Holy 
Church. Translated ftom the I^tin by the Bishop of Brechin. 
Fcap. 8vo. fis. Gd. } calf, lOs. With Engravhtg, by I>yce. 

BBIjOHIN. — A Commentary on the Te Deum, from ancient 
sources. 2s. doth i as. fid. calf i .48. fid. morocco } Cheap Ed., is. 

BBXjCHIN.— A Commentary on the CantideB oacd in tlie Prayci 
Book. 28., cheap edition is. 

BBSCHIN.— Commentary on the Seven Penitential Psalms, from 
ancient sources. Cloth, 9d. and is.} roan, is. Od.| calf, M. fid. 

BBIjCHIN.--The Seal of the Lord. A Cateefalsm on Confirmation, 
with appropriate Derotions: By the Bishop of Qrechin. ijd. 

BBECHIN.— Catechism to be learnt before th( Church Catechism. 
By the Bishop of Brechin. 58. per hundred. 

BBXSOHIN. — Holiness of the Humai) Body, and the DutiM ef So. 
dety. By the Bishop of Brechin. Price 2d. each. 

BBBOHIN.P-A Mempir of the Pious Life and Holy Death 9f Hdf» 
Inglis. 4d. 

BBSjTTIKG-HAM.— Devotions for the Hours, fl-em the. Psalms. 
. Selected by C. M. Bretttngham. ifimo., 8s.6d.,beantlftil^pnQte(|^ 
iUuHtrated, and bound. 

BBITTON.— HorsB Sacramentales. The Sacramental Articles of 
the Church of England vindicated, and illustrated, by 'ThiiWMff 
Hopkins Britton, M.A. fie. 

BBO'WNSi. — Sussex Sermons preached to a Rural Oongregation. 
By the Rev. R. L. Browne, M.A. 58. 

BlTRTATi OF THI) BB AD, The Order for the. Printed in large 
type, on a board for attendants, fid; 

BTJTIiiEB.— Sermons for Working Men in Country Parishefl» by the 
Rev. W. J. Butler, M.A. Bold Type, fis. fid. 

BnTIjIQB.—Short R«]l9« for Pn»y/?r liar WodOps M«q, ByOMRer. 
W.J.Butler, sd. 
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THB OANTIGIiBS, HTMNS* AlTD CBSXXD> ascd t^ 
Morning and Evening Prayer, set to tbe An<Hent TooeSk 4<1. 

CAHTSB'.— Remarks on Christian GravestcKMS, with numeratif 
Working Drawings, with Scales. By the Rev. Eccl^s J. Carter, 
M.A. 3s. 6d. ; stiff Wrapper, 2s. 6d. 

CATEOHISM ON PBATEB, and other Christan Duties. 20. 

OSGUj-J^SAN. a Story for the Young. By Bessie C^ A. Fcapt. 

8vo., 3s. 6d. 

CEBTIFIOATBS OF OONFIBMATIOIX AND HOLY 
COMMUNION. On a card, printed in red and blaok; prlct 
2d. each, or Ms. per lOO. ■ 

CEBTIFICATES OF BAPTISM, Confirmation, and First 
Communion, on a card, jtd<, or Us. per 100. 

CHAMBBB COMPANION, The Christian's, for the time of 
Dressing and Undressing. Cloth Is. 6d., morocco, 2s. 6d. 

CHAMBEBIiAIN.'-The Theory of Christian Worship. By the 
Rev. T. Chamberlain. Second Edition. 5s. 

OHAMBiBBIiAIN.^Book of Anecdotes, selected by the Rev. T. 
ChaAxberlain. Is. 

CHANTEB.~Sermons, by ttie Rev. J. M. Chanter, M.A. 08. 0d J 

CHANTSIEL— Help to an Exposition of the Catechism of the Etg-, 
lish Church, by the Rev. John Mill Chanter, M.A. 6d. 

THE CHILD'S NETTtT LESSON BOOK, or Stories for 
UttJLe Readers, is. 6d., coloured as. 6d. 

OHOBAL SEBVIOB OF THE BOOK OF COMMON 
PBAYIQB, as appointed to be sung. The Canticlks, Vkrsi- 
CLKs; and Ruttrortssa for MoitMirro and Evknino Pratkr. In 
full score) soited to Cathedrals,' Parish Choirs, &c. By H-. J. 
Gauntlett, Mus. Doc. Part 1., price is. 6d., in handsome royti> 
8vo<, bold music type. Vtfrtll. Nearly r4ai^f, 

CHBISTIAN CHILD'S BOOK, The. Being Prayers, Ques. 
tions on Parts of the Catechism, and Hymn^ for the Church's 
seasons. Cloth is., or in Two parts Od. each. 

CHBISTIAN CHTLDBEN, Sceue& in the Uves oft with 
answers on separate cardA. The Cards enclosed In a case. 2s. 

CHBISTIAN CHXVALB7, Songs of; as. 6d. 

" The tendency and moral of these Snnga are in the pure spirit of 
Christianity."— i^oDo/ and MiUtmrg jQmzette. 

CHBISTIAN BUTXSSi a» esseotiaUy conducive to progress 
in the Spiritual Life. 2ud Edition. 38. Sd. 

CHBISTIAN SEBVANT'S BOOK bf Devotion, Self-Exa- 
mlnatioa, and-Advice. Fourth edition, cloth is. 6d., lei^her Ss. 

CHRISTIAN 8BBVANT (The) taught fh>m the Catechism her 

Faith and Practice. Part I. Baptismal Blesstngs and Vows. I s. 6d. 

Part U. The Apostles' Creed. ls.6d. Part HI. The Ten Com. 

' mandqieiits, 28. By the Author of the '* Servants* Hall." Edited 

by the Rev. Sir W. H.CqQe* fiart. Fcap. 8ro. cloth, 
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OHBIBTIAN "WESlKf The, a Manual of DeTotion with Psalms 
and Hymns for Seliools and Families. 6d. 

TWJCliVE CHBISTMA8 OABOIiB. In sets of Poor, is. 
each set } or bound tog^ether, Ss. 0d. 

First Sbriis. Music b} H. J. Gauntlett. 



Once in Royal David's City 
Upon the Snow-dad earth with 
out 



As Joseph was a Walking: 
There were Shepterds once abid- 
ing 



SacoNo SaaiBS. Music by H. J. Gauntlett. 



Old Christmas, hail I 
When in Bethlehem's humble 
manfer 

Third Saaias. Mniiohy James Hioe* 



Star.Ut shadows soft and still 
Lo ! on Bethlehem's grassy plains 



Fearfully, timidly, now do we 

raise 
Though but Little Children 



Christians all, your Joyful voices 
Blessed axe the Poor in Spirit 



THE OHUROKMAN'S LZBBABT. 

Very good and solid progress, it will be generally allowed, has been 
made during the last few years in the higher luanches of Theology 
among us. And yet if we examine the tracts and other small single 
publications by which Theology is chiefly conveyed to the middle and 
poorer classes, it will be found tliat here there is no corresponding 
improvement. 

It is proposed now by a comprehensive uni(» of sound Chundmien 
to attempt to remedy tiiis defect. 

The publications will be issued uniformly at a cheap rate, both 
bound in cloth and sUtcbed, and the Publisher will be prepared to give 
Twenty-five Shilliugs' worth for every Subscription of One Sovereign 
in advance. 

Address to the Editor of ** The Churchman's Library," oare of BCr. 
Mastbbs, S3, Aldersgate Street, London. 

SUNDAY: AND HOW TO SPEND IT. Sd. 

CATHOLIC AND PROTESTANT. Sd. 

CHURCH WORSHIP. 4d. 

GRACE: AND HOW TO GAIN IT. 2d. 

THE PRAYER BOOK : AND HOW TO USE IT. td. 

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE 

CHURCH CATECHISM. 6d. ; cloth, 8d. 
HEAVENLY LIVES OF THE PRIMITIVE CHRISTIANS. Sd. 
HOLINESS OF THE HUMAN BODY. Sd. 
THE DUTIES OF SOCIETY. 2d. 
BISHOP ANDREWES' DEVOTIONS. In the press. 

TH!E CH U HCHMAN' S DIABIT; an Almanack for the year 
of Grace 186S. Commenced in IM/. Sd. i interleaved, 6d.; roan 
tuck, is. 6d. A few sets may be had, price 8s. ■ 

OHUBOHMAN'S C0MPANI019'. A Monthly Magu^e, 6d. 
Fifteen vols, complete, cloth. Vols. Land II, 88. 9d.eacb| Vols. 
III. to XV. 88. 6d. each, or i^. 7S. Od. the set. 
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OHUBCH HI8TOBY, Book of, founded on tbe Rev. W. 
Palmer's ** Ecclesiastical History." Is. Third Edition. 

OHITBOH FOSSTBT ; or Christian Thougrhts in old and modem 
verse. Third edition. l8mo. cloth 48., morocco 78. 

OL ABKB.— An Address to the Parishioners of Ken, Somerset, on 
the Life and Character of that H0I7 Man whose name they beat) 
with Prayers and Hymns. By the Rev. S. Clarke, M.A. 18mo. 0d. 

CODD.— Sermons preached in the Parish Church of S. SUes, Cam- 
bridge. By the Rev. E. T. Codd. 6s. Od. 

CO-HEXBBSS OF WIIiIiINaHAM, The. By Cousin 
Leigh. Fcap. 8to. 

OOIjXiSjOTS from the Book of Common Prayer. SSmo. sewed Sd., 
rubricated, and in parchment cover, 6d. 

COMPANION TO THB ALT AB: for the nse of the Scottish 
Chorch. Cloth, is. } rubricated. Is. 6d. 

COMPANION TO THE SUNDAY 8SSBVICE8 of tht 
Church of England. Si. 

COMPEB.— The Distinctive Teaching of the British Churches stated 
and mahitained in a series of Lectures. By the Rev. John Comper, 
Incambent of Nairn. l2mo., cloth, 48. 6d. 

CONFESSION, an Earnest Exhortation to. Fcap. Sro. 4d. 

OONGBEOATIONAIi MUSIC. Arranged for Foar VoioM 
and Organ Accompaniment. A Selection of Church Music, aa 
sung formerly in Margaret Chapel, and at present In the tempo- 
rary Church of the District of All Sain to*, S. Marylebone. Selected, 
Composed, and Edited by Richard Rhdhbad, Organist and Di- 
rector of the Choir. ' 

ChuToli Hymn Tunes for the several Seasons in the 

Christian 7ear. Price los. This Book contains Seventy-nlne 

Tunes of various Metres, including the " Dies ir»." 

The WORDS of the Hymns and Introito, with some Anthtmt. 

Strongly bound in cloth, price 9d., or ^a. 6s. 6d. per hundred i or 

in strong limp doth, at £%. 148. per hundred. 

The MiucLo of the Introits. Containing Introits for all tbe 
Seasons from Advent to Advent, with the occasional Festivals. 
Price 88. 

Besponses to the Commandments, Creeds, Offertory 
Sentences, Sanotuses, and Glorias. Price 12s. Comoletinr 
the Office for the Holy Communion. 

The Anthems for the Seven Days before Christmast 
and for Good Friday. 6s. 

CONSECBATION AND DESEOBATION; or, Basil 
the Orphan Chorister, is. 

CONSECBATION OF CHUBCHES, Form of Prayer and 
Ceremonies used at the, &a., in Ixmdon and Winchester. Id., or 
7s. per 100. Form for Oxford Diocesft- sd.. or Us. per 100. 

CONVEBSATIONS ON THE CHUBCH SEBVIGBi 
By the Author of '* Easy Lessons for Sunday Schools.'* Second 
Editioa. 18. Sd. 
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COFB AJUD STBBTTON.— -Vlsitatio Inftrmorumi or OflleM 
for the Clergy in Uirectingr, Oomfortinfr, and Praying witb the 
Sick. New editkiu» calf, l6e. } moroeco, ats. ;.If^ Thr^ Paitt« 
calf, 218. Also in various binding, witli metal- w«rfc<> 

ApptBdix to the Firstedition, containing tba Additional OlB^ceB. li.tJd. 

The Responsal for the Vlsitatlo Inflrmoramt Por^M to be said by 
those who accompany the Priest. Gtotii, Ss.Od. ; oeif/ils;=Od. 

OOSIN.— A Collection of Private Derdtions far the Ifoars of^Pirayer. 
By John Cosin, D.U., I628. is. ; calf, Ss. 

OOfirN*.— The Sum of the OathoHc Faith, from Bishop <;osln. 
2d., or Us. per 100. 

OOXT&IN RACHZSIj, Conversationii teith. V^oui' Parts, gd. each. 
Complete In Two Vols. 3s. 

OOUBIN BAOHlBXf, Author ofr-Les86n9 for every Bay Ita the 
Week, with Hymns and Music. 3d. ..... 

OOXTBTN RAOHEIj, Author of.-<toi4pn^oD to the Lessons, 
for the use of the Teacher. Is. 3d. 

COU&IN BAOHHiXi* Author of.— easy Lessons for the yomiger 
■Children In Sunday Schools. 4d. 

Questions on the same, for the yse of the Teacher, od.,. or, -8b, 
per dozen. 

OBANBOBNX!, iTiscount.— A History bf l^auce for Children, 
in a Series of Letters. By Viscount Cranbohie. 28. 6d. 

QBESSWEIiliw— The Christian Life. Twelve Sennons, by the 
fijey, Richard Cresswell, B.A. 12mo. 69. 

OBOMPTON.— Tlie Prefaces in the Office ofthe Holy Oomanmion, 
with tb^r A Dcient Chant, by the Rev. J. L.'Cf oenttop, hlJki ■ as. 6d. 

TSB DAILY IiIPB OF THE OHBISTIAW OHILD, 
A poem for Children, dd. } 4>r on a sheet, id. } eheaj^' edition, in 
' iNunwts of 25, <Ss. 

DAtliTT PBAYEBS FOB PBtJBST AIB'D PJIOPXJB, 

Cloth, is. 

DAXIil' SISBVJLOJS, A Letter of Advice to aU Mdmb^s of the 
Church of England to come to the Didly Seifviice. Heprinted from 
the Edition published by J. Keble in 1704. id. 

j^ AiLts I jSTB.— nie Sword, and the Cross. By the Rev. J. O. 
Sstkeyne, M.A. 2s: 6d. 

DAVIE &.—Benent Club Sermons. By the Rev. G. Da vies, BJ^. 
Pep. 4to. 2s., by postss- 4d. 

D Av JLHiS.— Benefit Qub Sermons. . Second Series. 4to^' '3Si 6d. 

DA VIES.— The Completeness of the latelHike of Wellington as a 
. National Character. Two Lectures. Fcap. avo„ elokb, Is. 

VHB DAT OF PBATEB. ISdited'by theRev. T. Csorter, 
Recter of aewer. 0d. 

<>1>EAB IB TB3S KOBKiaora (»AI>B OF iSFBnra.»* 

i» . A4Baorfld Song. . The Poetry firom tb« )"CliriMlan Year.*» The 
music by J. F. D. Yonge, M.P. as. 
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DIQIQBT OF THE ItA.'W OF M08EB, Moral, OvU, Cere- 
monial. 38. 6d. 

DISTHIOT VISITOK»S. MEMOBAlTDtTM BOOK. 

6d., the paper Is. per quire. 

THE DTVTNB MASTER: a Devotional Manual illostrating 
the Way of the Cross. With Ten Steel Bngraylng^. Srd edit. 
38. 6d. i antique morocco, 78. 6(1. 

THE DOOTRIITE OF THE CROSS, a Memorial of a 
Humble Follower of Cii a ist. By the author of " Devotions for the 
Sicic Room." is. 

DOMESTIC OFFICES : being Morning and Evening Prayer 
for the U»e of Families. Wrapper, 6<1. ; cloth, 8d« 

DOMESTIC TALES FOB YOUTH, as. 

DON QUIXOTE DE LA MANOHA, The Life of. Adapted 
to general reading. 48. 

DOUQ-LAS.— Mary and Mildred j or, Principle the Guide of Im- 
pulse. Edited by the Rev. Stair Douglas. Ss. 

DOWLINQ-. — Natural History ; forming a popular handbook. By 
Do«vling. 3s. 

THE DREAM that was really Dreamt. In small 4to., is. 6d. 

DROP IN THE OCEAN, or the LitUe Wreath of Fancy, by 
Agnes and Bessie, is. 

DUKE.— Systematic Analysis of Bishop Butler's Analogy, by the 
Rev. Henry H. Duke, B.A. 48. 0d., Interleaved Os. 

DEACONS, Short History of some Deacons in the Church. 
28. 0d. 

DEANE.— Lyra Sanctorum : Lays for the Minor Festivals, edited 
iiy the Rev. W. J. Deane. 6s. 

DEVOTIONS FOR THE SICK ROOM, Prayers in Sick- 
ness, &c. By R. B. Cloth, 4s. 

A COMPANION FOR THE SICK ROOM: being a 
Compendium of Christian Doctrine. 48. 

These two bound together in I vol. cloth, price 78. 6d. j calf, lis. 

DEVOTIONS FOR SCHOOL BOYS, A Manual of. Com. 
piled from various sources, by the same author. 6d. 

DEVOTIONS for Children and Young Persons, id. 

DEVOTIONAL AIDS FOR THE USE OF THE 
CLERGY. 32mo. parchment, Is. 

DICKINSON.— List of Service Books according to the Uses of 
the Anglican Chnrch, with the possessors. 3s. 6d. 

DIES IR.^. Translated into Englbh metre, by W. J. Irons, D.D., 
with the music, by Charles Child Spencer, Esq. 2s. 6d. English 
Words, as. Od. per 100. 

DIES IRiE. Set to easy Music hi short score by the Rev. H. E. 
Havergal. 0d. Suited to Parish Choirs and Schools. 

DUNSTER.— Fragmento of History. By the Rev. B. P^Donster. 38. 
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THB BOOI1IS8IA.8TIO: a Magactoe rtlatbir to th« aflUnof 
the Church, Edacation. &c. This Ma^razine is now publtshed in 
monthly parts at is. each. 16 yols. bound, price ^6. te. Sent ftea 
by post for 16s. per anuam, paid fi[i advance. 

I}OOIj£]SIOIiOG-I8T» The. Published under the Superinten. 
dence of the Ecdesiolorical lata Cambridge Camden Society, 
every alternate month, u • fid. 

Fourteen Volumes are now published, and may be had at the followioft 
prices, in doth: — Vol. I., 6s. 6d.| Vol. II., with Two Engravings, 
6s. fid.} Vol. III., with Seven Engravings, fis. fid.; Vol. IV., (New 
Series, I.) with Four Engravings, 88.; Vol. V.. (N. S. II.} with Three 
Engravings, 88. fid. ; Vol. VI. (N. S. III.) with Three Engravings, 
price 7s. fid. ; Vol. VII. (N.S. IV.) with Three Bngravhigs, 8s. ; Vol. VIII. 
(N. 8. V.) with Engravings, lls.| VoL IX. (N. S. VI.) Its. Vol. X. 
(N. S. VII.) with Engravings ISs. Vol. XI. (N. S. VIII.) 8s. fid. Vol. 
XII. (N.S. IX.) 12s. fid. Vol. XIII. (N.S. X.) ISs. fid. VoL XIV. (N.S. XI.) 
18S. 

ECOIiESIOLOGhlST'S GTTIBEj The, to the Churches round 
Cambridge. 3s. 

ECOIiESIOLOGT, Hand-Book of English. Companion for 
Church Tourists. Cloth, 7s. j or limp Calf interleaved, 10s. fid. 

EDMOB'STONE.— Family Lectures for Holy Seasons and Saints' 
Days. By Sir Archibald Edmonstone, Bart. Ss. 

EDMON'STONE.— Portions of the Psalms, selected and arrsuged 
for Devotional Purposes, by Sir Archibald Edmonstone, Bart. 
Paper fid.; cloth, lOd. 

EDMOiN'STONE.— Meditations in Verse for the Sundays and 
Holy Days throughout the Year. l8mo., cloth, is. fid. 

EDMONSTONE.- The Christian Gentleman's Daily Walk. 88. fid. 

EIG-HT y -FOUBTH FSAIjM, Treatise on the. By the late 
Lady Harriet Howard. 32mo., d. fid., bound, is. 

EXiIjIS.— From the Font to the Altar : a BAanual of Christian Doc. 
trine for the Young, especiallv those who are preparing for C<hi- 
firmation. By the Rev. Conynham Ellis, Incumbent of Cranbome, 
Berks, is. 4d., with a reduction on quantities. 

EMBBOHDEBT, Ecdesiastical. Working Patterns of Flowers, 
on sheets, Nos. I to 18, fid. each ; or in Three Parts, 88. each. 

BNGIjISH G-BAMMAB, with a First Lesson in Reading. Sd. 

THE ENG-IjISH PS AIjTEB, adapted to the andent Eccleai- 
astical Chant, with the Canticles and Proper Psalms pointed on ai 
new and easy method ; with Introductory Instructions and Scheme 
of Tones. 18mo., Ss. ; in quantities 2». fid. 

THE TONES. Arranged for Four Voices, with Organ or Piano, 
forte Accompaniment. In Demy 8vo., 2s. fid. 

ENTHUSIASM NOT BBUOION. A Tale, by ttia late 
. M. ▲. C. U. fid. . 
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BBRiyOTOM'.— Prajrers for Soldien, by Uti^ot Errincton. Sd. 
or ife. per lOO. io parchment covers. 

SUOHABISTIO MONTH : short Preparation finr the Ho|j 
Communion. 8d.} doth, la. 

XITCHOIiOG-ION t a coUectiom of Prayers, Intercessions« and 
Thanksgivings. 3s. 0d. 

BVAXS.— Christianity in its Homely Aspects: Sermons on Vari- 
ous Subjects, delivered in the Church of S. Andrew, Wells Street, 
and elsewhere. Second Series. Price fis. 

BXUjSD SOUIi. Translated from the French. Ss.fid. 

THIS FATRY BOWSB: or, The History of a Month. A New 
Tale for the Young. Third Edition. 6s. 

FAIiliO'W.— Psalms and Hymns Selected for the use of S. An- 
drew's, Wells Street, by the late Rer. T. M. Fallow, is. 

FAMHiY DEVOTIONS for a Fortnight, from Andrewes, Kenj, 
Wilson, &c. is. Od. 

FAMHiT PBAYBBS for the Children of the Church. 4d.^ 
dothSd. 

FASTS AND FBSTIVAIiS of the Church, in a conversa- 
tional form. ss. 6d. 

FXrW FIiAIN ^WOBDS ON THE OFFICE OF HOIiT 
0OMMT7NION. sd. 

No. I. Cooking; or. Practical Training for Servants, ftc. ltd. 

No. II. Gardei^g} or, Tndning for Boys as Gardeners. lOd. 

No. III. Household Work ; or. The Duties of Female Servants. IM. 

No. IV. Plain Needlework in all its branches. 8d. 

No. V. On the Management of Poultry and Domestic Animals. lOd. 

Other MttummU tare in preipwruHiHU 

FIVE TAIiES OF OIjD TIME. ss. 0d. Or separately in d. 
Follow Me. (C. £. H., Morwenstow) is^— ShefAerdtif tiie Giant 
Mountains. (Fooqu^) Is. — The Knight and the Enchanters. 
(Fouqu^.) is. — The Stream, is.— The Castle on the Rock. is. 

FIjO'WEB.— Reading Lessons for Schools, by the Rer. W. B. 
Flower, B.A. Ss. 

FIiOWEB.— Classical Tales and Legends, by the Rer. W. B. 
Flower. Ss., cheap edition is. 

FIiO'WEB.—Tales of Faith and ProTidence, by the Rev. W. B. 
Flower, as., or in a packet, 2s., cheap edition is. 

Bd 
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VIjO WEIH. — Lugr Aabcroft, the ManafactarT's Daof^ter. A Tale 
of the North. By the Rev. W. B. Flower, B.A. Cloth gUt edges, 
price 38. 

VOBBSSB.—^lnowbBU and other Talea, hf Isabella Forbes. Ss. 64. 

VOBD.— The Gospel of S. Matthew lUostrated firom Ancient and 
Modem Authors. B7 the Rer. J. Ford, M.A. 10s. Od. 

FOBD.— The Gospel of S. Mark Illastrated chiefly in the Doctrinal 
and Moral Smse. los. 6d* 

FOBD.— The Gospel of 8. Lake Illastrated chiefly ia the Doctrinal 
and Moral Sense. 15s. 

FOBD.— The Gospel of S. John Illastrated chiefly in the Doctrinal 
and Moral Sense, las. 

This Tolume completes the Poor Gospels, and contahis oopions 
Indexes of the whole. 

*•* This yaloable set of Books is kept handsomely boond, fbr Pre- 
sents or University Prizes, price yarylng from jtf3. 128. to j^4. los. 

FOBM OF BEIiF-inX A TVTTTf ATIOIT ; with Frayen Pre. 
paratory to the Holy Communion. 2d. 

JPOBM OF SEIiF-inX A Mm ATIOM" ; with a Few Direc. 
tions for Daily Use. By F. H. M. 3d., or 2ls. per 100. 

FOBM OF :PBA YEB FOB LATINO THE STOMIB 
OF A CHT7BCH OB CHAFEL. id. 

FOBM OF FBAYEB FOB IiAYXErO THE STOITB 
OF A SCHOOL. Id. 

FOBMS FOB NOTICES OF SEBVTCES, fbr affixing on 
chur^ doors, ts. per 100 j large size, 5s. per 100. 

FOX.— The Church in the Cloisters ; or Monks and Monasteries. 
By the Rev. Samuel Fox, M.A., f.S.A. 6s. 

FOX.— The Noble Army of Martyrs, by Uie Rer. S. Fox, M.A. 2s. 
Cheap Edition, is. 

FBEEMAK.— Proportion in Gothic Architecture, by the Rev. P. 
Freeman. With plates, Ss. tfd. 

FBEEM AN.— Principles of Church Restoration, by Sdward A, 
Freeman, M.A. is. 

FBEEMAN.— History ot Architecture, by E. A. Freeman. lOs. 6d. 

FBOISSABT'S CHBONICLES, condensed, a T«dtn iU«a* 
trated. 7s. 
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QATTIf TIiETT.— " LMt Night I Lay a Sleeping:*' a Chrietmas 
Carol. The mnsic by If. J. Gauntlett, Mus. Doc. is. 

Q-AUK'TIjBTT.— The Child's Otace before and alter Meet, s^t 
to simple music. 6d. 

GATTNTIiBTT.— Qahre l^alter, Selections from the, being the 
Psalms according to tbe Use of the Book of Common Prayer* 
set forth and arranged to upwards of five hundred Chants. 

1.' The Psalter with the Treble Fart.— 2. Tbe Psalter with the Alto. 
—3. The Psalter with the Tenor Part.— 4. The Psalter with the Bass.— 
6. The Psalter with the parts compressed for accompaniment. 2s. 0d. 
each Vocal Part t the Organ Part with words, 5s. 

aOING- HOliXS. A Story. By F. G. W. Price la. 6d. dothj 
is. paper cover. 

G-OODBICH.— Claudia : the Days of Martyrdom. A Tale. By 
A. M. Goodrich. Fcap. 8vo. doth, 28. 0d. 

GBANDFATHEB'S GHBISTMAS 8TOB7, THB. 
With illustration and ornamental borders. By the author of 
*' Verses for Children** In the Churchman* a Companion. 6d. 

0B1EG-ORIAK' and other Chants, adapted to the Psalter and Can- 
ticles, as pointed to be sung in Churches. 28. 6d. 

GBSSGOBIAK TONBS, TH2 BIGHT, with their screral 
eudingrs separately. 4d. 

GBSSIiBT.— Practical ISermons. By the Rer. W. Gresley, M.A. 

78. 6d. 

GBJ]SIi!Enr.— Treatise on ttie BngHsh Church: containing Remarkf 
on its History, Theory, &c. By the Rev. W. Gresley, M.A. is. 
108. per doz. for distribution. 

GBBSIjIEjY'.— The Ordinance of Confession. 6d. 

GBCEiSIiBf . — An Essay on Confession, Penance, and AbsolutioB. 
By Mr. Roger Laurence, a layman of Queen Anne's time. 
With a Preface by the Rev. W. Gresley. is. 6d. 

GB£jSIjE7.— The Forest of Arden, a Tale of the English Refor- 
mation. 4s. Cheap edition, 28. 

GBESIiET^— The Siege of Lichfield, a Tale of the Great Rebellion, 
4s. Cheap edition, is. 8d. 

GBESIiXTST.— Coniston Hall} or, the Jacobites. A Tale of the 
Revolution of 1688. 48. 6d. 

GB£!SIjE7.— Clement Walton i or, the English Citizen. By tiie 
Rev. W. Gresley, M.A. Ss. (Jd.j paper, is. 8d. 

GBESIiinr.— Charles Lever; the Man of the Nineteenth Century. 
38. 6d. Cheap edition, is. 8d. 

GBBSIiinr.—CliiirdiClavering} or, the Schoolmaster. 4s. Cheap 
Edition, 2s. 

GKBSIiSnr.-^^^tank's First Trip to the Continent. 48. Od. Cheap 
edition, 38. 
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'OBJBSIiinr.— Bernard LeaUe. a TUe of the Times. (1838.) 4t. 6d. 

QBSSIiEY.— Holiday Tales, by the Rev. W, Gresley. as., 
wrapper is. 0d. 

OUIjIjIVIIB'S TBAVBIjS. niustnttcd by H.K. Browne, ss. 

HA'WXEB.— Echoes from Old Cornwall, by the Rcy. R. S. Haw- 
ker, M.A. 4s. 

HBIjMOBB.— Accompanyingr Harmonies to the Hymnal Noted, 
by the Rev. T. Helmore. Bioyal^TO. Os. Od. 

HXSIjMOBE.— AccompanyiDir Harmonies to the Bri^f Directory of 
Plain Song. Is. 6d. 

HXTEiMOBB.— Aocompanyinf Harmonies to the Psalter Noted. Ss. 

HBIiMOBIj.— The Canticles Noted. 4d. 

HSIiMOBE.— The Psalter Noted. 2s. 6d. 

HJBIiMOBB.— Manual of Plain Song. The Canticles and Psalter 
together. 8s. Od. doth} royal 8vo., doth, 9s. * 

HBITBHITTA'S "WISH. A Tale, by the author of «'The Heir 
of Reddyffe." Second Edition, h%, 

H3DNSIjO'W.— John Borton i or, a Word in Season. By Mrs. J. 8. 
Henslow. 4d. 

HXS7GAT12.— The Manual : a Book of Oeyotion, chiefly intended 
for the Poor. By the Rev. W. E. Heygate. RepritUing, 

HSSTGATB.— William Blake } or, the English Farmer, by the Rer. 
W. E. Heygate. 38. Od. 

HETGATE.— Godfrey Davenant at School. 2s. Od. 

HE7G-ATE.— Godfrey Davenant at College, as. Od. 

HXTZ'GATB.—EUen Meyrickj or. False Excuses. 4d. 

HICKS.— Catechetical Lectures on the Incarnation, by the Her. 
James Hicks. 48. Od. 

HIG-HEB CIiAIMS ; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday School 
Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour, M.A. Is. i doA, 1 s. Od. 

HTEBTTBGIA AXGIiICAXA; Illustrative of the Ritual of 
the Church of England. 138. 

HHjIj.— Stories on the Commandments. By the Rer. G. Hill. Od. 

HINTS ON EABIi7 EDTTOATION, addressed to Mothers. 
By a Mother. Qd. 

HISTOBY OP THE FBEWCH BEVOIiITTIOW. as.Od. 

HISTOB7 OF 'WEDXESBUBT.inthe County of Staflbrd. 
9 With Engravings and Pedigrees. 78. (xl. 

HISTOBICAIi TAIiES FOB THE YOUNa: fhnn the 
German of Schmidt, as. 
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HOIiT BAPTISM. The Offices of Baptism, mccordingr to tii« 
Use of the English Charch ; with Select Fassayes, Medttationt, 
and Prayers, doth, 8s. i morocco, 6s. 6d. 

fiOIiT ET70HABIST, Celebration of the. Reprinted from tha 
** Ecclesiastic.** 6d. 

HOIi7 MSN AJSTD WOMSN, Stories of. as.; in packets, M^ 

HOIi7 •MrRTr OI* OLB: being Short Notices of soch as ar« 
named in the English Calendar, ss. 

HOOFSB.— Prayers for Family Worship; with a Dissertation on 
the Passover and the Divine Constitution of the Church. By the 
Key. J. Hooper. 7s. The Prayers only, 28. in wrapper. 

HOPKINS.— Pietas Metrica, by the Rev. T. M. Hopkins. 9s. M. 

HOFWOOD.—Christ in His Church. Plain and Practical Ser 
mons, by the Rev. Henry Hopwood, M.A. 5s. 6d. 

HOP'WOOD.— Introduction to the Study of Geography. By fh« 
Rev. H. Hopwood. 9s. 6d. 

HOP'WOOD.— The Chfld*s Geography, being an abridgment of the 
above, is. 

AN HOBOLOGhT, or Dial of Prayer, for the pocket, is. 

HO w JU.^Lessons on Ibe Globes. By T. H. Howe, Teadier of 
Mathematics, Use of the Globes, &c., Blackheath. 58 lUustra* 
tions. 08. 

A KEY to the above. 8s. Od« 

A HTMNAIi NOTED* or Translations of the Ancient Hymns 
of the Church, set to their proper melodies. Edited by the Rev. 
J. M. Neale, M.A., and the Rev. Thomas Helmore, M.A. Put I. 

ss. 6d. 

HTMNAIi. The WORDS of the, in a separate form. Cheap 
edition. Ports I & 8 complete 8d. With Scripture Referenees^ 
la. 0d. doth. ■ 

A COMMSNTAB7 on-ihe Words of the Hymnal Noted. Part I. 
By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 6d. 

HTMNS and Sctees of Childhood. Third edition, 2s. 0d. 

HYTOrS ANB INTBOITS, with some Anthems, adnyted to 
the Seasons of the Christian Year, as in use at All Saiiits» 8. 
Marylebone; S. Matthias, Stoke Newington; and the College of 
Cumhrae, in Scotland. Strongly boondin cloth, (M. } or 4^8. te.Oa« 
per 100, limp doth 4^2. I4s. per 100. 

H7MNS for the ChQroh of S. Mary Magdalene, Monster BqiMfe* 
Regent's Park. i8mo. if. A liberal allowaaoe to the Ckmgf 
taking a quantity. 



HYMNS, Selection of, for the Use of Churdies. it. 

HTMNS OF TSE GMUBOH, Ikrfirted as tber are to be 
Chaotedt together with the Venicles, Litany, Besponses, &c., 
by T. TaUis. Arranged by Mr. Peanail. la. 

jBTMNS on Scripture Cbaractaialor tk« Yevaff. 28« 

STTMNS FOB UTTI<E CmTTiPCTiTT. By the aothor of 
" Verses for Holy Seasons/' &c. M. pnnted wnvper, is. doth, 
gilt edges 18. 6d. School Edition Ss. per dox. 

This little ToAatne has the detiotf Imprtanatar of 1^ anOlor Ot thf 
•• Ghristian Tear.»» 

The Morning and Evening Hymns are set to MnSiofor Schools, &c. 
By Pr. Gauntlett. 6d. each. 

HTMNS FOB INFANT CHTLDBEN. 32mo. id., or 
' 35 for IS. 9d. 

mrO-HES.— Four Years of Pastoral Work i being a Sketch of the 

' Ministerial Labours of the late Rer. Edward John Bees Hughear 

late Curate of Lythe, Yorkshire, and Runcton Holm«, Norfolk, 

with a Portrait. Edited by the Rey. CecU Wra^, MJL Fcp. Byo. 

8S. 0d. 

HUGHES.— Tracts for Parish Distribution. Six in a packet, 2d. 

INCABNATION. Catechism on the. Founded on Bishop Bull's 
'* State of Man before the Fall,*' and Ardideaoon WUbertorce on 
the " Doctrine of the Incarnation." jib. 

INNBS.— Five Sermons preached in Advent and on the Festtval of 
the Holy Innocents, 1851, in the Parilh Ghurolk df Downe, Kent. 
By the Rev. John Innes, M.A. Is. 6d. 



THB INHSBITANCX! OF EVlIi. A Tale, by fhe amthor 
of " The Divine Master." 8s, (Id. 

THE ISIiAND OF IiIBEBTT. By the author of "Theo- 
/dfore.*' sa. 6d. 

nrSTBTTCTIONB, PBAYBBS, AND SOIiT ASPI- 
BATIONS for the Sick Boom. By the 'author of ««De. 
. Totions for the Sick Room.*' 4,d^ dpth 8d. 

IBONS.— The Judgments on Baptisasal Regeneration | witti Appen. 
dices, and a Discourse on Heresy. By the Rev. W. J. lions, D.D« 
88. 6d. 

IBON8.— 'On the Whole Doctrine of final jttause^: a Dissertation, 
with a Chapter on Modern Deism. 7s. 0d. 

IBONS.— On the Holy Catholic Church, as a WltniMs tigaUMt False 
Philosophising. 4s. 6d. 

IBONS.T^On the Apostolical Saoatsslont t'Tlia Bodrtn*. S Tkm 
JKvideaee. 8 The Objectfoaa. 44. Od. 
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TBONQ^gecH^m&Ucai JariBdiistkMi : being Fov Lectalts on the 
Syuod'^The Diocese— The Paiish— The mest. 7t, 0d. 

tVO ASTD T1SBSiKA» or the Snowdrop; a Tale of the Early 
Christians. By the author of Cousin Rachel. Ss. ; stiff cover, 1 s. 6<1. 

JACKSON.— Stories and Catechisings on the Collects. Edited by 
the Rev. W. Jackson, M.A. Vol. I., 4s.; Vol. II., 58. ; Vol. III., 
3s. Od. 

JEBB.— The Present State of the Church. In Six Letters, with a 
Postscript. By the Rev. J. Jebb. la. 

JSINKOirS.— Synchronistical or Cotemporary Annalf^Of the Khigs 
and Prophets of Israel and Judah. By W. J. Jenkins, M Jk. £s« 

JOM3SI&, B. G.— The Collects and Catechisiqfl^ throughout the 
year. By tht Rev. B. G. Johns. Ss. 

JOHNS* B. G.— Easy Dictatioii Lessoue, original and selected, la^ 

JOHN'S, C. A. — Examination Questions on the Pentateuch. For 
the Use of. School^. Bj the Bey. C. A» Johns* B«A^ itJjAi, IS.: 

JOHNSON, IiIFE OF DB. By theRar. J.T.BAseeH. n. 

JOIjIj7.— The Ctarfitlan aaeriflce in the EudMorist do nfl M erod , By 
the Right Rev. Alexander Jolly, D.D., late Bishop of Moray. 9s. 6d. . 

JOIjXi7. — Observations upon the Sunday Services, ss., calf 7s. 6d. 

JONES, 'W.— Horse Monasticse, Poems, Song^ and BallAde. Post 
8vo., cloth, with Engravings, ds. 

JONES.— To the Redbreast : a Song, Tlie Words by the late Rev. 
G. Cornish. The music hy T. J. Jone«. ss. 

English History for Children, by the Rer. J. M;.Mieale. Ss. fld.} 
School Edition, is. 8d. 

History of Greece, edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale. 8s. School edit, a^., 

History of Rome, by the Rev. Samuel Fox, M^A., F.S.A. 38. School' 
Edition, 2s. 

History of Spain, by the Rev. Bennett G. 'Johns, in. 0d. School 
Edition, IS. 8d. 

History of Portugal, by the Rev. J. M. Neale. W, 0d. Sehool edit. 
IS. 8d. 

History of Ireland, edited by the late Rer. T. K. Arnold, B.D. 28. 
School edition, la. 0d. . .. 

History ol Seotiand. By the R«Tv W. B. Floirer,- B.A. te, dd. 
Cheap edition is. 8d. 
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The Mrljr VoHmua were Sdiied bg ike Rev, F, S. Paget i the iater hg 

the Rev, J. F, Jtnateil. 

1. Tales of the VllUce Children, by the Rer. F. £. Pagret. First 
Series, 9s. Od. 

5. The Hope of tiie Katzekopfs : a Fairr Tale hy the Her. F. B. 
Paget. 2s. ikl. 

8. Henri de dermoiit, or the Royalists of La Vend^ hy the Rer. 
W. Gresley. Ss. 

4. Popnlar Tales from tiie German, is. M. 

8. Tales of the TiUafe Children, by the Rer. F. X. Paget Second- 
Series, 8s. 0d. 

6. The Triumphs of the Cross. Tales of Christian Herc^m, by the 
Rey. J. M. Neale. ss. Cheap Edition, is. 4d. 

7. Early Mendship, or the Two Gatechnmens. is. Hd. 

8. The.Swedish Brothers. Is. 0d. 

9* The Charooal Bomers. is. 6d. Cheap Edition, is. 

ID. Luke Sharp, or Knowledge without Religion, by the Rev. F. E. 
Paget. 2s. Od. Cheap Edition, is. 6d. 

11. Godfrey Davenant} a Tale of School Life. By the Rer. W. E. 
Heygale. is. M. 

18. The Triumphs of the Cross. Part 11. Tales of Christian Endurance. 
By the Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 

14. An Introduction to the IStudy of Modem Geography, by the Rer. 
H. Hopwood. as. 6d. 

15. Colton Green} a Tale of the BUck Country. By the Rer* W. 
Gresley. 9s. 6d. 

10. History of PortogaL 9s. 8d, 

17. Poynings : a Tale of the Revolution, 1088. 28. 8d. 

18. The Manger of the Holy Night, from the German. By C. E. H.| ■ 
Morwenstow. 8s. 

19. Stories from Heathen Mythology, by the Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 

SO. Stories frt>m the Chroniclers. (Ftoissart.) By the Rer. H. P. 
Dunster. 2s. 8d. 

91. Godfrey Davenant at College, by the Rev. W. Heygate. 9s. 0d. 

KXSMFIS.—The Soliloquy of the Soul, and the Garden of Roaes. 
Translated from Thomas. 1^ Kempis. . By the Rev. W* B, Flower» . 
B.A. 9s. 0d.| morocco antique, 7s. 6d. , 
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SBNNS, Bp., Prayen for Morningr and Eirenlnir* 8«. QtL per lOlu: 
iDiiN'S, Pp.f Practice of Divine Love. ss. } cheap editiouj Qd. 

KSN, Bp.^Preparatives for Death, hj Bishop Ken. M. 

KINGS OF BNOIiAJffD. A Hiatonr for ICpaair ChUdvea, 9l 
the Author of *' SdfeuM and Characters.'* Fcap. «vd., 8a. 
A School Edition, sli^tly abridged, with Questions. l6ino„ is, 

IiAD7 ELIiA, or the Story of Cinderella in Verse. 8s. €d. • 

ZJLfifPlCABKS OF HXSTOBT; a Summary of AndeBtBUt 
tory. By the Author of ** Kiogu of England." 3t. fid. 

XiANDMABKS OF HISTP97I the Middte Agea. i9mo. 
cloth, 3&. ..,.■;** 

XiAJTGXilSir SOHOOIf. By tte Author oT " Sceniea and Charac 
ters." 88. fid. ' 

THS IiAST SIiSIBP OF THE OSaiBTIAN GHUiIX 
A poem, coaspanion to the V Daily Life." fid. ^ or on a sheet, id. 

IiAYS OF THB CKXTBCS, and «ther Versea. is. 

IiEE'S, Fnedanok George, Poems. Second edition, enlariged^ 
I^p< 6vo., cioth* 3s. fid. . ' ' 

IiEIGH, Ija>d7.— Few Questions and Answers upon the Saorament 
of our Loao's l^apper. By Lady Leigh. Third Bdition. id*- . " 

IiESSONS IN GBAMMAB FOB A CHTLD. lArge 
■ type, price 4d. 

IiESSONS ON THE OBEED. What we are to believe, la. fidi 

IiESTEB.'-Gdardlan Angels: an ABegory. By Mary r; Letter. 
28. fid. 

XsB V ETT.-^Self-Devo€<6n j ort tlie Prussians «t HochUroh, Heooi 
the German. By ICissP. M.Levett.* is. ^ 

ijJBVETT.— Gentle Inllutoce; or. The Cousln'a Visit. JBy P, M; 
. JLevett. Second Edition, is. 

IflTTIiB AiririS and her Sistera, by E. W. H. is. fid., paper is. 

laXTTLE AJTNIS; or, Mictaaehnas Day. By the Author ai 
/ •* The GrandiBther'aChrtBtmaa Tale.'' fid. 

IjITTI'^ AIiICE and her Slstef. Edited by the Rev. W. Greslej. 
2s. fid. " 

IjITXJBaY FOB YIXiLAGE SCKOOZjS. Qothfid. 

ItfOBAIIfE.— Lays of Israel by Amelia M. Loraine. aa. fid. eloth^ 
4a.moioccou 

XiOBD OF THE FOBE8T and his Vassal^ by the a;fithor 
of *<Hymnai for LitUe Children.'* 8s. fid., paper aa. fid. 

THE IiOST BBOOOH; or. The History ef another Month. ■■ A 
■ , Sequel to ^ The Fairy Bower." Second Edition, a vols. uoa. fid. 

]tfOGI8A| OB. THE; BBIPB. J&f the luithor of ^«.Th9 
•Fairy.EQp5pr..'»..j?a,..., ^, . . ... .■.^.:. jr^i ^ 
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^OKK8 PUBUSBS9 BT J« «L4t1M8» 

lO^VDSB.— The Peniteiit^ Ptthi eomiriled firom H0I7 Sexlplnye 
and the Book of Common Prayer, hy the Rer. C. F. Lewder. 6d. 

IiOWSB.— Sermons preached in the Parish Chordh of Sidmoufh. 
By Henry M. Lower. 78. fld. 

IiTBA APOSTOIilCA. Origlaal Foetet from the Britlab 
Magazine. 9th Edition. ISnw. doth Sa. 6d., morocco fe. 

MAG-NAT.— Sermons, Practical and So gg e gtlv e. By the Her. 
Claude Magnay. 5b. 

MANG-rR*.— An OaUine of the History of the duirdi, la Qneatioa 
and Answer, by ttie Rev. S. W. Mangin, B.A. 4d. 

VLANJJAli FOB COMMITNlOAirFS : being an Assistant 
to a Devoat and Worthy Reception of the Loan's Supper. 
Morocco, is. 6d. } roan, is. ; paper cow* Od. In large type^ 6d. $ 
also a cheap edition for placing in Prayer Bocdcs. Sd. 

aCANITAIi FOB THS BICK : the Offlees for titt Yisitatton. 
with Notes. Edited by the Ret. J. Kehle. Is. (Id. 

MANTTAIj fob MOtJBNIBBS, wltfa Derotions, Directions, 
and Forms of Self. Examination. Fcsp. Svo.* 4s. 0d. 

MABGABXjT : an Olden Tale, in Verse, ts. €d. cloth, is. 0d. 
paper. 

MAB7 MANSFIEIjD ; or, tiie Life and Trials of a Country 
Girl. 6d. 

MABSHAIiIj.—Helig's Warning : a Cymric Legend of lAie Seventh 
Century. By Lady MarshalL is. _ 

MABON . — Canon Chant Manual; being the solemn and euphonious 
mode of Chanting, as in olden times. By William Mason, fid. 

MASTBBS'S LIST OF CHUBGHES in which the BaUy 
Prayers are said. 6d. Published at intenrals. 

MANDIj£j7.— Tractarianism (so called by the pr^udiced and 
misinformed) no Novelty ; as exemplified in the Confession of tii^ 
Faith and Practice of a Church of England man, of the ever 
memorable epoch, 1688. Edited by 6. F. M!sxMUey, Merchant. 08« 

MAYO'W.xWar. A Few Words to the Soldiers and Saflors called 
to Active Service, with Short Prayers for their Private Use. By 
the Rev. M. W. Mayow, M.A. Price 3d. 

Ho !EjV07.— Birch Church ; or, the Two Friends. By J. A. Nes- 
bitt Mc Evoy. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. fid, . 

MEDLSTVAIj AIjFHABETS, BOoic of. Oblongf 4to., ss. 

THS MSETTEQ-G IN THE "WTLDSBNSBS.anlmagiiat. 
tioD, by the author of " The Divine Master.'* 28. bds. ; Is. wrapper. 

MBMOBXAIi OF M. E. D. AND 0. E. D. Brief notes of k 
Christian life and very holy death. By T. B. P. 0d. 

ICIIjIj.— Sermons on the Nature of Christianity. By ttie late Bev. 
W. H. Mill, D.D., Regius Professor of Hebrew -at Cambridge, ys- 

IfHiXi.— Sermons preached befbre the University of Canibridge« 
the 5th of November and the following Sundays.- M. fd.. 

1 J 




A|<0«RaClATIE \8T.v AJUp »^W, SQKB S?« ^h 

BB. MUiIi'S POBTHATT. The frieadr of Dr. MiU imw F^ 
spcctfuUr infoniMd that a Portrait of the Profeaaor haa Men 
most socoesafulljr executed firom the Painting by T. Ct Thomrao|^ 
Esq., R.H. A. Engraved by I. C. Paine, Esq. Prooft b^ore lettAv^ 
jei. Us. 6d. Froofsj j^l. is. Prints, 128. 

MHiIiABD.— The Island Choir, or the Children of the Child Jsfbs. 
By the Rev. J, S. MiUard. 6d. 

MUjIiEB.— Worshipping Gon in the Beauty of Holiness. By Ubii 
Rev. B. Miller, M.A. 4d. 

MHjMAIT,— Meditations on Conflrmation. By the Rer. R. Mil- 
man, M.A. 4d. 

MTTiMATT.— The Voices of Hanreat. sd. } doth, is. 

MUkMAN.— The Way through the Desert} or. The Caravan, is., 
or Is. 6d. dotti. 

TWTTiMAN.— The Mystery of Marking: « Parable ior School Oidi. 
9d., cloth IM. 

TIOXillAIT.— The Love of the Atonement j a Devotional Exposi* 
tlon of the SSrd chapter of Isaiah. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 5s. 

|iij. I iM A N.— -Mitalav ; or, the Converaioa of Pomeranift. A TnM 
Story of the Shores of the Baltic in the Twelfth Century. 6s. 0a. 

MHiIOlB.— Holy Truths { or, the Doctflne and System of the 
Church Catechetically Explained (for the use of Schools). By the 
Rev. C. F. Milner, Incumbent of Shadwell, Diocese of Ripon. 3d. 

HINI8TB7 OF COSTSOIiATION, The ; a Guide to CJea^ 
fession for the use of Members of the Church in England. )9mo. 
Price 88. 

mOBliBIiT.— Stories from Herodotus, by the Rev. C. B. Moberlr, 

JM.A. 38. 

MOITBO.— The Dark River, an Allegory, by the Rev. Edward 
Monro. 2s. 6d. Cheap edition, is. 

MONBO.— The Vast Army. 2s. 6d. Cheap edition, is. 

MOJBTBO.— The Combatants. 2s. 6d. Cheap edition, is. 

MON BO.— The Revellers.— Midnight Sea.— The Wanderer. 8a* Od. 
The above four in one volume, 78. od. 

ICOISTBO.— Harry igod Archie; or. First and Last Communion. 
Parti. <kl. Part II. 6d.; together. Is. ■ ■ i 

2CONBO.— True Stories of Cottagers. Clo^, 2s. 0d.| in packets^- at. 

ZCOIS^BO.^BasU, the Schoolboy j or, the H ehr of Arundel. A Story 
of School Life. Fcap. 8vo., doth, 8s. 6d. 

MONBO.^W^ter, the Schoolmaster t or, Studies of Character in 
a Boy's School. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

jlCONBOw—Tlte Jowney Home, An AUegory. as. 0d. Chen 
edition, is. 

JftOKTAaXT^B, Bp.« Artides of Inqoiry at bi« PriuMKy Viit^ 
tion, 1088. 18. ^ . . ^ .r w- 
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]IX>irTOOMBBT.->Tlie Seotti^ CtuuiH Md'the 
■' ' tDHClcst LHIert. by the Ret. KoWft MoAtgmKfeir» M.A. i«. 

iKQBAIa 803Sra8. By the aiith<>r of '«Hymki8 foi' tittle CbU- 
dren.** 8d., cloth Is. School Edttion, 38. per (ioz. 

MOBNCNra AKD EVBNrNra lS:^Bdis£S for Be^in. 

laers. By « CtetltytMua* 9d., •M48.peri90. 
ICOKNTNG AND TlY^NUStQ TALltlSB, On a t»urd. 

Bt E ' 8 4d ' "^ 

ICOSNING AND EVENINQ FBATBB, wMi Directions. 

MOBNING'aND EVBNINO MA^BS ifoi: « .'Hduse: 
hold. 6d. ^ . 

THE MOBNXNO AlTD EVBITIira HYIOHS. -From 
the **4iymn8 for Llttie Children)" set tp/Mueftc for ^e.-ue ttf 
Schools and Families. By Dr. Gauntlett.' 6d. each. 

1Ij088MANw->A OloBs^ry.of t\k^ Prioqipcil Word/i nsed in ftF|rani^ 
tive, Tjrpicalf or Mystical sense in the Holy Scriptnreei wTuthdr 
Signiflcfttion, gathered from the Sacred Writera thejmselves, or 
from the Works of the Ahdent Fathers. By th^ ftev. T. W. !B|os^ 
man, B.A. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, is. 8d; 

mr bXTTT AT TBll TIME Q7 OON1I*INB1I3SNT» 
On a thih card, fs. tM.'per 1^. 

VABBATIVE SYKLNB for ViUage SduxOs. By the nattiDf 
of " Hymns I6r Little Childreii.** Set to music for one or tw« 
▼oioee, by A. F. .' Bs. <UL.- Words separately, 8d. 

NASH.— The Scriptural. Idea of Fi4th| •■Besayon tbeUseoftlie 
Term. " Faith *' in the Wiitiogs of the Holy Apostles. By Francis 
11. Kash, A.M. 12mb. cloth, 4s. 

NEAI<E.--History of the Holy Eaet^n Chorch.—GeMval Inftrp- 
daction. By the Biev. J. M. Neale, M.A. Two vols., Jfi, 

I^EAIjE.— Appendix to the Introdnctipn to the History oC ttie Holy 
Bastem Chnrchj contidning a Ust of ti» Sees. Is^ 

NEAIjE.— The fiUstory of the Patriarchate of Alexandfii* Tw« 
vols., 24s. • -" 

NEAIiE.^HistDry bf the Patriafdiates of AMtdbh anH STttHMleAi; 

l!tC AliE.-%ie Bible and the Bible only thfi, Religion of ^teslanfs: 
A Lecture. 4d. » 

lilQAtj'E.— Readhigs for !the Aged«, 4a. 6^. New eduion» wl^ 

additions. 
l!lrEAXifi.->-Iteadings tor thtf Aged. Second series, behig cm '^ 
•■ l/eeser Holydays in the lEngltsh.Kalewdar. By tbe.Bev. J* Mt 

Neale. With an Engraving •of the interior of the Chapei oi Sack. 
. viUe Ck)Uege, EastjOrinsted. Prjcp 6s. 
NEAXiE.—Eccleslological Notes on the Isle of Man : H Sdftiimer 

^Pilgrimage. 3s. 6d. 

NE ALE.— Hierologns j «r <9ie Ohnrch Toodets.- 6s. Chssrp EcHtMMi 

in Two parts. 3s. 4d. 

IHBAIia.'^ M ediSBPral IfyMns^ Se^neneee, jndcrtiher Poena, 4mb»> 
lated by the Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 6d. •<==• 



AL'BBIUOAt'B'ST.f AND NSW B01l» tfT. tft 

inDAIiI*.r-Lays and Lcsgendi of tbe Chwii in Xnglftnd* »< M% 

XTESAUSi.— Hymns for the Sick: Ibr the hours, days of the week, 
&o. lOd., (loth is. 6(1. 

XTBAIiXl— Hymns for CbildrAi. First, Second, and thfard Series. 
soTeaCh. COinptete in cloHi, Is. '" 

NSAXJB.— Songs and Ballads for Mannfactorers. Sd. 

irBAIiZi.-^Ao Easter Carol. The melody of a Seqtiebee of AM 
Thirteenth Centary, with Accompaniment j the words' Arom two 
ancient Carols. By the Renr. Jk M. Neale. - Id. 

Jffi:ALIL'--"Joy and Gladness." A GfarislnMvs Carol. Written to 
an Ancient Melody, hy the Rev. J. M, Meal^* M JL . Harpvai>ir.n4 
for Four Ycdces, with or without acco mpa inmeflft, hy the Rer. 
S. S. Oreatheed, M.A. Price is. 

ISnSaAXiSL'-'A Soog for the Times. The Words hy the Rer. J» M. 
Neale. The Music (arranged for Four Votoes;} hy AUqnIs* It* 

KTSAT.iTS.'-Cburch History for Childrea. ss, 

irBAIiB.--8tQries oC the Crusades. 3s. 6d. 

lOiAIiiEI.— Duchenier, or the Revolt of La Vendfe. 4t. 0d. 

inBAliB.~Ayton; Prioiy, or the Restoned Monastery, fls. ici. 

19rSAIi!E.— The Unseen World; Communications with it, real Of 
iBmgrinary. Nisw edition, with oonsidtoatte additloBt. Bt. 

NSAIjI!.— Deeds of Faith ; Stories flrom Church History. Ss. 
iSnS AUB.— The Followers of the Lord i StoriM from Church History. 

2S. 

NlBAIiI].~Evening8 at SaokviUe Ooltaea. Itmo., doCh 3s. 

mS AIjB.— The Enrptian Wanderers, A Tale of the Tenth Perseon. 
tion. 18mp. 38. od. 

ITEATiB.— A Commentary on the Hymnal Noted, from Aactent 
Sources. Price Od. 

NSIf SOJET on the Coramonioni oontaininc PeTOtiona for the Altar. 

3s. 6d. 

JN Jii V lNS«r-Theodore, his Brother and Sisters. . Edited by the ^f. 
W. Nevins. 8s. fid. 

HI Jfi W'JLiAin>.~<3onflrwation and First Oomtminloii. A Series of 

Essays, Lectures, Sermons, ConversatlOM, and Heads of Catechi- 

: aing, relative to the preparation of Catei^umens. ,By the Rar^ 

B. Newlandt M.A. Second edition. Poit 8vo., ya, fid. clo& t 

118^ calf. 

NUWIjAND.— Increase of Roaiianisai in Xitglwdf hy the Rev. H. 
New)and,M.A. 8d. ^ 

NBWIiANB.^Tliree Leotares on Traotarianism, delivered in the 
Town Hall, Brighton, with PrefiMe. New Edition* la, 

mEWIiAjrD>tBoatila} Shoitt Sermona on **v^ Psrahlnn ftc.j 
adapted from the Fathers. Fci^. Svo., ciloth» Ha. } ' 
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t4 ■iroftvt ptn»f8HSB bt j.-hambm^/ 

NOnOB Ol* BAPTISM. Vtomlbc ilUnffvptritliStfoaiqrii 
sc On a thin card, ss. 0d. per ito. . ., ^ 

OI.D OHUBOHTABD and the NSW OHimOH7AJBl): 
TkoatMi suirfetted by tiM Clodoc oi the . Old CburchTard, aii4 
the Contecrtti<m of the Hew Ctmetery of All Sfiliits, Sootta I^yntk,- 
Norfolk, s Bngrra^lnft* M. 
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OXiDKNOW.>-Hyin]» for the Service of the Church. Edited hf 
the ReF. J. Qldknov. Kew lUUtion U* 

OBDIBB FOB KtZMB. PiAyen for Early Mora. Prtee 4A. 

OBDBB POB OOKPLIKS ; or Prayers before Bed-tlnie. 

OBBBB FOB 83DXT8 AITD irOlTBSS. Prayert forts and 
8 o'doek. Id. 

AN OBPEB OF FSAIiHS for Singhigr on each Sunday nnd 
FMtiyal. Selected from the Old and KewVertttttt of the PaiJdufr 
by the Rey. M. Walcott, M.A. On a sheet, M.' 

OBG-ANS (A short atiieoant of) bnilt in England from the Reltfii of 
Charies the First to tlie ptesent tfane. Witk darigne b/th« tart* 
A. W. Pngin, JEtq. Fcap. 8vo. ds, . , , , . 

OHTiTBB AB.^-Christma» Eto and other Peems^ by Mrs« Ciithh^rfe 

Orlebar. is. 

• ■ ' * 

OSMOKD.— Chrtotias Memorialsi beiar a series of IMcns, hy' 
William Osmond, Jan., Salisbnry. 4to,cloth, 168. ^ 

OXIiSXL— The Christian Doctrine of the Trinijty.and Incarnatipiv 
considered and maintained on the Prindples bf Jadafom. By- 
the late Rev. John Ozlee, M. A., Rector of Moleswortb, Hants. 
Vol. I. OSiftO Oa the Holy Trfaalty. its. 
Vol. II. (1830.) The Doctrine of the IncamsUon. los. 
Vol. III. (1850.) The Doctrine of the Incarnation as to fmt- 
LoRD*s office and work. lOs. 

OXli^E.— lliree^S«rmohs (issl) bn the Power, Origin, and Sacee»- 
pion of the Christian Hierarchy, and especially that of the Chorch 

• of England, with Coplons Keftes and Tables of the Soooes ^ i o n-og 
Bishops. I OS. dd. 

biZIiISBI.— Three L^ers to Mi^. C. Wellbelovedr(iffii4}TotiBi'of the- 
Unitarian College, York, occasioned by his Attack on the<]ihiurge 
.of Archdeacon Wrangfaam.*-8tiiotores on Separatton from the^ 
Churcfa.---Tbe Athanasian Creed, &c. 4s. dd. 

OXLSB.— Three tetters', (1836), ad'dressed to the Rev. Frederick 

Nolan, Vicar of Prittlewdl, dn his errobeonscrlddsmB and mis- 

. . statements in the Christian Remembrancer^ relative to ^e Text of 

• (he Heavenly Wttttsisee, fto. ii; dd. 

03^jI!E.— Three Letters (1827) to the Archbishop of Cashel' on the 
' Recent Apocryphal pebUeations of hU e#ace, aitd eh4he Anmota- 
tions respecting them. «8«0d. 

OX2«mi>^^R«|iy letbtf^Lettinr dr^th^ Retr. Ri.JTa«»iMtf<Anple4': 

forth College, 4)160* t'''M«-^'<) '^-'^ I .vI-jujk i -jd} .i.-oit r. i^ !>u 



ALBIRtaATBBTi^^AMO KSW BOND ST. 2ft: 

<KCXiBIIi-*Thne Lettert (I44i) bitmUy addressed to iM Lord, Ar'tiHr*. 
bishop of Canterbiuy, on the inexpediency and futility of -any 
attempt to convert the Jews to the Christian Faith ia the way and 
' manner hitherto practised, l>ein8r a general (ttscossion oC the whote. 
' Jewish QvitfttloB. 8s. 

OSiliBiB.— Three mcure Letters (1845) in continuation of the same 
snttject. 8t. 

PACKBB.— Sermons on the Loan's Prayer, by the Rev. J. O. 
Packer, If .A., Inomnbent o##. Peter's, Bethnal Green. 8s. Od. i 

PAGET.— The Uying and the Dead. Sermons on the Borial Ber- 
fice, by tisB 1^. P. B. Paf et, M.A. 6s. Qd. 

PAG-ET.— Sermons on the Duties of Daily Life. 6s. 6d. 

PAGET.— Sermons on the Saints* Days and Festivals. 78. 

PAGET.— 'The Christian's Day. Hew edition, square S4mo. as. 6d. } 
morocco, 6s. 

PAGET.— SorsanlConlatAidstdnrhnite Devotion. CoDaflttdfrom: 
the Writfaifs of English ChnrtAmen. Compiled by the Rev. F. E. 
Paget. M. ) moroeec^ 7*» 6d. A Companion to the Christian's Day. 

PAGET*— Prayers for Labonring Lads. i4d. 

PAGET.— Prayers on behalf of the Church and her Children in Times 
of Trouble. Compiled by the Rev. F. £. Paget. Is. 

PAG^T.— Tract upon Tombstones > or Suggestions for Persons i|K 
tending to set hp Monuments. With Ibigravings. is. ' '* 

PAGET.— Memoranda Parochialia, or the Parish Priest's FiQCk^t 
Book.' 3s. 6d., dbuble siz6 5s. 

PAGET.— Milford Malvoisin ; or. Pews and Pewholders. 3s. 

PAGET.— S. AnthoUn'si or. Old Churches and New. New edttlont 

14. ■ 

PAGET.— The Warden of Berkingholt. 5s. Cheap edition, 2s. 8d. 

!^AGET.— How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily. On a card^ 
Id., S6 for 8s. 

PAIiEY*.— Eocieslolociiit's O'ulde to the Churches withki a circtdt 
of Seven Miles round Cambridge. By F. A. Paley, M.A. as. 

^AIilCQB.— Dissertations on spme subjects relating to the "Or* 
thodoz" Communion. By the Rev. W. Palmer, M.A. 10s. Qd. 

PABI8H TAliBa. Reprinted from the "Talea of ft Londo* 
Parislv"^ In a packet, price is. 6d. 

PATH OF XiIFE. By the author of the "Seven Ootporm 
WorkspfMerey."' 4d. . 

PATNE.— Decnus, or the Da\tm of Tb-morrow ; and the Bond- 
. duldyOrth^BirdofFidaoia, . TwttAUegories. ByltaheiJaoAOtie 
Payne, dotti is. Separately 6d. em^., . < .. .j 



7S- WDHKS TXrSEMHMV &Ti 9. MASTSESy; •. 

PltfABSOK.-^taries cm tite Bigbt BeHtttadet, by Cb« Bf t; G; F.: 
PMnon. Is. olo^ or In a packiot; 

PBABBONw— Stories of CbristiaB Joy fUkd Sonrowr or Hooia TUetf 
by the Rev. H. D. Pearson, containing: ^itQffr BAtb Oral, tloly 
Stone, Hugh, Old Oliver.Dale. Price is. ; separately, 4a. each. ^ 

FERBIBA.— TenUtiva Theologica. Por P. Antonio Ptieira de 
Flgueredo. Translated by the Rev. E. H. Landou, M. A. 98. 

PIOUS OHUBOHMAN i • Iteaaal oC D«(70tioa and JBpiHtaai 
Instruction, is. 4cl. ...... 

FHTPFS.— Catechism. oa tha Holy Scriptures, bf tto ReT. B. J. 

Phipps, ISmo. is. 

PIiBA FOB rN^DXXSTBJAIi S0HOOIiS,_witli a Short 
Sketch of the Progress of me National and Industrial fiehooltf or 
ftacUey. By one of the Editors of "fcba l^fi^cUey Mammla.**^^ 
Fcap. 8vo., 38. 6d. 

FOCKBTMAlTCIAIiOFFBJuTZlBfiL > Fourth adiflOA, Mt^ 
ooncidetable additions, 6d. Gkoth, with Uie CoUpetm, is. i> blue 
caM, 9s* (This is the most oompleta Manoai patalislied.) 

FOEMS on Subjects In the Old TestmnOBt; i Pwtt K Qenetla«*Eio«. 
dns. 9y C. F. A., author of '* Hjmna for Little ChUdrei^" &c» 
price 0d in printed paper ccy^er; is, fa embdu^d, cldOf j ss. 6d. is 
morocco. 

itoLAKP.— Pearls Strangr, adA]>ted fScir iMidrt Pexxua^ by* the fdW. 
F.W.Poland. 18. fld. 

FOOIjXj.— Twelve Sermons on the HoIy Con^nunioh, by thie. Her; 
6. A. Poole* M.A> 12mo. 4s. 6d. 
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FOOIiE.— Churches of Scarborough and the NeighbourfaoQdl« ^ thf 
Rev. G. A. Poole, and JoKrl West Hugall, Architect. CSOtb; 
8s. 6d., paper 28. 6d. 

JPOOIJIL— History of Ecclesiastical Are^iitecture in EnglaiuL by tki 
Rev. G. A. Poole, M. A. Lieu-g^ 8V«. vt>l'., 7i. 8d. ^^^ . 

FOOIiE.— Churches, their Structure, iyrrangement^ Omament^ 
&c., by the Rev. O. A, Pbole. U, 0d., thith Ss. fld. 

FOOIjE. — History of England. From the First Invasion to Queen 
- Vidoiia, by Rev. G. A. Poole, M.A., 1 r6l, post dvo.^ tfoth. Kew 
ediftfon. I%theprei». 

FOOIjB.— €llr Raoul de Brooand lila Son Vtistrata, atale ofUha 
Twelfth Century, by the Rev. 6. A. Poole, M.A. •Ss. 6d;- - 

POTTk-^Confirmation Leetnrea deliveied to a ViUage Oongregalioli 
in the Diocese of Oxford. By Alfred Pott, M«A< tad edition, 
reduced to 28, tp induce a jlarge.circ^latioi^. 

gpOTT.^^VUlage Lectures on the Saciwiieats andOeeadoaal Services 
of the Church. Price Ss« -i-*- 



AIiDSBSOATB'ST:^- axis VtlW BONB ST. 8T 

Prayers for a Husband and Wife. 2d. Ditto 'dd. 

Prayerttfor a Sick Room. ss. 0d. perltfondred. 

lUrairera for Differei^t Hours of the Day. as. 6d. j^r hundred. 

Prayers and Directions for Morning and Evening. By F. H^ M. 
pn a large card^ price 3d. , 

i^rayers for the use of Parochial Schools. By F. H. M. (hL 

Prayers and R^les foi; the Ordering and Use of a Church Guild, la* 

layers axi4.9elC^EuiQ^pitioa for Children, ad. 

Private Devotions as enjoined by the Holy Eastern Cbtirch for the use 
of her Members. Translated from the original, is. 

Private DevotiMi,.« H^gltt fo^m lor Ihe Use ot Chikfaref. i d. 

Progressive Prayers and Directions. In four parts, bound, Sd. j in 
sists of fbur, 9|(t^. 

Simple Prayers for Little Children, by the author of '* Devotions for 
the Sick IMwm," &0. Sd. ^ 

Pray«n tor Toong Persons, by the same author. 4d. 

BrarMTS for little Children and Young Persona. 6d.« ^otii 8d. 

Simple Prayers for Morning and Evening fat Worktag Boja* 6s. 

. :P^?H . , 

Prayers for Working Men. By the Rev. W. J. Butler. Sd« 

Pa^f.i^^yarsXor.Lahoving Lads. By the Rev, F. £, Paget, lid*. 

Famity Prayem for the Labouring Classes. No. I., for ttie Reader, 4d. 
No. U., for the Family, 3d. 

Short Prayers for Morning and Night, for the Use of the'Faithfbl 
Children of the Church. 2d. 

^e Sum 'of the Catholic Faith. Extraoled firom ^tshop Coshi's 
Devotions. 8d. 

Prttyers ftir the Use bf all who are engaged in the Work nf Chtnrdi 
Education. Sd. 

A Jf aiiaal of l>aUf Prayers f<^^Penons who are much hindered by 
the Duties of their calling. 3d. 

ifbr-tiieHoun of Prayer, ad. 



PB^ACHING- OF OHBIST. A Series of Sizty Sermpno 
'< ftA the Peo|i9e. By the Autiior of the "Christian' Servanfa 

Book.** 5s. in a packet. Wrappers for the Sermons, 9d.for as. 

F^le paper edition 8s. fid. cloth. 

IPBIOHABD.— Sermons, by the late Rev. Jamei Cowlea Pridiard, 

M.A. 4S. 0d. , ; . , 

PBtaONlBBS Ol* ORAXQMA.OAXBE, A Stbry of the "46.** 
Edited by the Author of ** The Divme Master." &c is. . 

TSAIrMS. 8<^lecttoiii itnm the Old and New VersioBa of the, M 
ii8edatak»i8tClN»dt»8»Faiioraa« ia.Od« ■ 



SS .WOmKft rXTBUSBSOi. BT J. ICASTSRSi . 

THIS PS AIiTBB, or Seven Ordiiitfjr Hours of Prayer, accordioft 
to the Qse of the Church 6f Safimi. Beautifullf lUumixiated and 
bound hi antique parchment. 308. 

THIS FSAIiTUB, or Psalms of David. Pointed for Chanting, by 
the Rector, Curate, and Organist of S. Andrew^s, Bradfield, Berks. 
Roan, Ss. } ctif, 9«. Also in sheets, for bindibg with the Book ti 
Comimon Prayer. 

PUBCHAS.—. The Book of Feasts: Homilies for the Saints' Days. 
By the Rev. J. Purcbas, M.A« Price 06. i 

FYB.— A Short Ecclesiastical History : froim the coiK^usIon of th^ 
Acts of the Apostles, to the Councfl of Nice, ajb* 3M. Byttte 
Bev. H. J. Pye. is. 0d. ' 

Ali'DBX2WS8.— Parochial Sermons, by Bishop Laocelktt An- 
diewes. ss. . . 

BBBCHIN.— Commentary on the Seven l^oiMHtial Pisidmst 
chiefly from ancientsouroeB. 9d. wad is. doth i is. 0d. bouudm ' 

OONTBNTMBNT, the Ait of, by th« autiior df the "Whole 
- XHrtyof Alan.", is. 0d. 

COSnor.— Collection of Private Devotions, by Bishop CoaiA. is. 
calf, 3s. 

FAitiliOW.-^A Selection of Hymns fibf the use' of 8. Andreir^, 
Wells. Street. ls.4id. Ditto, with those for Private Use. i fs. r 

jHOHNl^Pi^— Daily Exercises: taken from tfomeck^'s Happy 
' {Aseette. ^d. 

^OHNS.— Fourteen Meditations of John Gerhard, done into 
EngUshbjktheRev.B. G.Johns. 0d. 

KSNV 3p*— The Practice of Divine Love ; an Expoaitio.ii upon the 
Church Catechism, by Bish6p Ken. gd, 

^BTVXiX'WlQZjZi.-r-A X)ompanlon for the Peoilciit^by.theBeT. 
John Kettlewell. 8d. '. > ,' -•...^ 

MANXXAIj, the Young Churohman'e : Medttattohs oa the Cliief 
Truths of fleligion. is.. ...■■■■■ 

^rai«SO^^T>A Guide to the Bolypomfnunlon, ^f;!^ Suitable: De'vd- 
. tionsiM by Robert Nel89ii> 8d* ; , 

8AI9^DEBSON.— The ChrisUaik Mab a Contented Mim, by Bishop 
,;'."..SaiHienion. Sd.- ^,- -i.' •- •• ■ '■- :'r 

SCUD AMOBE.— Steps to the Altar: a Manual tor the Blessed 
' •^EotiUtfrist, by W. B. SoiiUUinidife; M.A. ttBth;')B.j'Ciai, "ss.i 

cheap edition, 0d. - ' 

BV[SXg3WS&rM ManmV Pf llevaliopi *>|!,Cpiitoatijni%«nd Ki^ 
Communion. By X^ )«|e ^^^k>ft* A,#jW?Wi«|^ j ftjf. . ., . j 



MLtmtM^i^m ST.; AKO Krw HOlfD ft. M 

TAYLOB.— TM HMorr of the Life And Death of oar fivttw 
tHeaied Saviour* Jvsus Cmbist: abridged from Biihop Jerenjr 
Taylor. IB. 6d. 

TATXaOB.— Death, Jadgment» Heaven, aod Hell. 8d. 



QtTBSTIOKS AJSm ANSWBBB CLIiUSTBATIVIl 
; OF THB CHXmCH CATJEICHI8M. Foe the Um jof 
YoQbg: PenohB. New Edition. Cloth 8d. 

QUESTIONS FOB B^UliP-EXAMINATlON for the Use 
of the Clergy. 6d. 

QtT^filSTlONB nn Christian Doctrine and Practice. Id. 

BAINT MOBSnraS WITH AXTNT MAB1£L; or. In- 
ddents in Cfadrcb Missions. ISroc, doth, ss. Cd. 

BEADHTO IiBBBOVB froai Bcrtptnre Bistonr, tar the Vaa of 

Schopls. ]loyail8iDo.,liaBpeloth,8d. 

BBOOIiUBOnOHB OF A BOIiDIBB'S WIDOW. 

New Edition with Appendix. 6d. 

BUDHJUAD^— Hie Better Land. The FOeCiy bf Felicia UeaHUc, 

The Music by R. Redhead, ss. 

^tXSFIiSOTIONB, Medltatloos, and Prayers, on the Hoir lift 
and Passion of oor Loan. By the aothor of " Devotions for the 
SiekRoom." Ne«r«dltkm,7a. 

BSSFOB3CATIOV, Progreasof tbe Cbareh of locteid sfnee the. 
Od.,clothOd. 

BBFOBMSD THiLAOI!; or. Past and Present. Fcap. 9to. 

. ■ . «loth« la. 6A» 18. wiapfsr. 

BEOIgjnSB OF BAPTIBKB, KABBIAaSB, AND 
B PBT AT iB, on Pa>chnie«t and Paper. 

BBOIBTB B OF PSB80H8 OO HFIBj aaP AVD 
ADMITTED TO HOIiY COMlCUiriOBr. for M« 
MMies,4s.M. VDTiMO names 71. 0d.lMlf.NMM4« Paptras^M* 
.perqniMu 

BEPratTB AND FAFEBB of the Ar^ilteotana Bo- 
dtetiM of nbrtliMBDtom Toi^ nd Iiteeola. tu$, 

>8. 6d .; 1851— a— a, ss. each. 

BEVELATIOSr, Thc^ of Jbsos Cnaisr. exfteiacd a«re«aUy to 
theAndogyof BolyScrfptare. By a CIcrffaHM. I«s. 

'Mt most teeoofessedthaittehaasongM the key In Oit only pUm« 
in which It Mn be found. In the Holy So^tores, in a proper spMt. and 
by a proper Bght.*'— Jfonttef- Pssf . 



"??^fSSS^"£**'~~^'*-«^ *-*•»- »ftu»^. 



^Christian HooselMldV) or OnUa t# raMUr 
Prayer, with orr a^ u ni l Plraynrs. Bf theB«r.ft.ttekag4«, ||m«mi4 
■ em Uufci la*fd. • 



BIG-HT OF Alila raSB B 





as WOBES rUBLISBBO BT J.iKABnBB«« - 

BUOKUJBfO^^^ienaoaB, by the late Ber. R. A. SBCkUnir* Mlt«i 
by the Rev. I. Williams, B.D. New EdttlOB, M. 

BUOEJiINO.— Family Prayers adapted to the eoone of tbe Booit. 
siastical Year. By the late Iter. R. A. Sodding, la. Cliea^^ 
editioD, fid. 

BTJCKUJSlG.—BdaneBM in the Priest^s Honadiold. Second edltlan; 
By tlie late Rev. R. A. Soclclintr. fid. 

SXJSTDAT: A Poem. By P. F. Price 4d. 

SUNDAir AIiFHABET, Tbe little Chriatian's. 4d.| enamel 
wrapper, fid.i coloured, is. 

BUNIjIQHT in TH£ CXiOnDS»&c. Three Tiles, as. 

BITS AN SFEIiliMAK i a Tale of tbe Silk Mills. By the Aafhor 
of " Betty CornweU.»» fid. 

BTTNSXfTTING ; or, Old Age in Its Glory : a storj of bappltfess; 
peace, and contentment, fid. 

BUNTBB'B Ornanental'Designsfor Qfaveatooes. On asheet, M; 

BXXSANNA.— A " Home Tale.** Price Gdi 

TAIiSS OS* FUMAliB HBBOIBIC lUnstralml by Warrea. 

28. fid. 

TAIiBS OF ADVBHTUBJB B7 BBA AND ZlAJTD. 

Ss. fid. 

TATIjOB, Bp. Jeremy, Prayers contained in the Life of Christ. 
Fcap. 8vo., clothf 2s. fid. 

TBAIjS.— lives of Eminent English Divipea, by the Rev. W. H. 
Teale, M.A. With engravings. ^. 

Life of Bishop Andrewes, IS. Ufe of Dr. Hammond i%, ' 

life of Bishop Bull, 9d. lite of Bishop WilsOn, Is. 

Lifeof Jones of Nayland. is, 

«^*FHE THBmSFOIiD HBAVBNS OF OtiOBIOXTS 
HSIGHT." The words from the '* Cathedral.** The music 
byM. A. W. is. 

THOMFBON.— Davidica. Twelve PractUal Sermons on the Ltf^ 
and Character of David, King of Israel, published in 1827. By 
Henry lliompson, M.A. Demy 8vo. Ss. j by post Ss. fid. 

THOMFSON.— Concionalia ; Outlines of Sermons for Parochial 
Use throughout tbe Year. By the Rev. Henry Thompsdn, M.A. 
Two vols., li2s. 

THOMFSON.— Original Ballads, by Living Authors, 1850. Edited 
by the Rev. H. Thompson, M.A With beautifMl JUiutnijtlOB^ 
- lOs. fid., morocco l5s. 

THOUGHTS IN SOIiITUBS. Post 8vo. 9s. fid. 

TIMXS OF THIS XSND, and other Poems. Fcap. evo,i 8a. 

TOMIiINS.—Sermons for the Holy Seasons, by tbe Rev. R. Tom. 
lins, M.A. fts. 

VOMIiINB.— The Place where Prayer was wont to be made^ By 
the Rev. R. .TOo#nb 4d^ or 7««imr.liin(UmL . . , . 



-TOMIjINS.r^ Advent Sermons (Second Series). The ftnr NigM 
Watched} being Four Sermons on Childliood* Youth, Manhood, 
. .Age, illustrated by copious references to the Aovknt SxaViCMu 
Bf the Rev. R. TomUns, M.A. Is. 6d. 

TOOGOOD.— The Summer Lake. A Collection of Poems by Mrs, 
Toogood, Author of **^ Sketches of Church History," and ** Histocy 
of Greece.*' Fcap. Svo. doth 4s. 

TOOGOOD.— History of Greece, lor Schools and PamlUes, by Mrs. 
Tbogood. 7s. 

*FOOGOOD.— Ellen Lntwidge. A Popular Tale. ByMrs.TOogood. 
is. 6d., cloth 2s. 

TOBBIT.— Life and Times of the late Bishop Torry. Edited by the 
Rev. J. B. Pratt, and the Rev. G. Rorison. Preparimg/or PuW- 
cation. Subscribers' names received. 

TOIXTEB BUTTi'D'FlKS, and the Two Merchants: Two AUe- 
gories. gd. 

TBEBUBSATE SCHOOIj ; or, the Power of Example, fid. 

TB BFITT.— Architectural Sketches on the Continent, byGeeilge 
Tnlefitt. Sixty Engraved Snl^ects, los. 6d. . 

TBUliFITT.— Designs for Country Churches. Imperial 4to., 80s. 

VFfJCEJBSR.—The Psalms, with Notes sho^ning thefr Prophetic aiid 
Christian Character. By the Rev. W. H. Tucker. 5s. 

TTm].— Holy Times and Scenes, by the Rev. J. S. Tute. 8s. Second 
Series, ss. " : ■ 

•TTTTS.-*The Champion of the Cross: an Allegory. By the |t«T. 
J. S. Tute, B. A. 2s. 6d. 

THIS T^WO GIXABDIAKS ; or, Hpme in this World. By t)ie 
Author of " The Heir of Redclyflte." 0s. 

VAXCI^.— Sermons ) with a Voice from Mines and TuxngiCe, By 
the Rev. W. F. Vance, M.A. Svo. cloth 10s. The Voice ftrom ms 
Mines, separately is. 6d. , 

V JLU All.— Esther Merle, and other Tales, by Mrs. Frances Vidal. 
2s. 6d. 

WAKEIFIEIjD.— Charades from History, Geography, and Bio- 
graphy, by Eliza Wakefield, is. fid. . 

'WAKEIFrBIiD.— Mental Exercises for Juvenile Minds. 28. 

T^^ABD.— Family Offices for the Sundays, F^ivals and J!asts. Bf 
the Rev. W. P. Ward, M.A. 3s. 

'WABINQ.— Annuals and Perennials ; or. Seed-time and Harvest. 
By C. M. Waring. Demy 8vo., beautifully Illustrated, fts, 

"WAT SON.— Sermons for Sundays, Festivals, Fasts, &c. Edited 
by ttie Rev. A. Watson, M.A. 5 vols., 7s. fid. each. 
1st Series, l vol.— From Whitsunday to the Close of the Church's 

Year. 
2nd Series, 9 vols.— From 1st Sunday in Advent to the SM& 
: . . Bonday after Trinity, 

8rd Series, i vol. — Some occasional offices of .the Ariyer . 



r 



"WJiTBOlHr-^The Ceveh'Saytiigs on the Croat, fietmbns, Iqf ^ 
• Rer. 'A» WaWom '6*. ■ 

WATSON.— First Doctrines and Early Practloe. Sermons for the 
Young. ^8. 6d., limp 28. . 

WATSON.— Jvvosthe Giver and FulflUer of the New Law. Sight 
Sermons on the Beatitudes. As. 6d* 

WATQON.— CHuvctamao's. Sondaf Evenings at Hov^ . Familj 
Readings, by the Rev. A. Watson. Us. ; calf, las. } morocce^ SIS. 

WATS02ir.-?S%e Devout Churchman} or, DaUy Meditations finoaa 
Advent to Advent. Edited by the Rev. A. Watson* M.A. Two 
yols. 158. ; calf> 32s. 

WAT80ir.^-^l>ology for the Plain Sense of the Prayer Book on 
Holy Baptism. 4s. 

WATSON.- A Ca^chlsin on the Boolt of Cbiimion Prayer, hy the 
Rev. Alexander Watson, M.A. Nearly ready, 

WIBBB.— Sketches of Continental EcdesioLogy. SiedesiolQgioal 
Notes in Belgium* &c., by the Rev. B. \Vebb,.M.A. With en- 
gravings. 78. fid. ... 

WISST.— On the Figures and Types of the Old Testamukt. By tM 
Rev. J. B. West, Vicar of Wrawby with.GlaudliQrd Brigg, late 
Fellow of Clare HaU. is. 6d. 

W^SITING.— Rural Thoughts and Scenes, by W. Whiting. Os.* 

WlBrBR AH A M.-'Tsacs for my Godson. = Tlranslsted from the 
German, by Frances M. Wilbraham. 9s. 

WHiIilAMS.— The Altar; or Meditations In Terse on tide Hoty 
Communion. By the author of ** The Cathedral." 5s. 

if^ \ i'.T.TAlWfl.^^Wymna on the Catechism. Sd.* cloth l^ . 

WXLIilAMS!— Ancient Hymns for Children. By the Rev I. WU- 
Uams, &.D. ts. 6d. 

WHiMSUUKST.— Six Sermons, by the Rev. A^T.Wilmshorst. 38. 

WXLSON.— New Zealand, and other Poems. By Mn. Robert 
Wiison. 4^8. fid. 

WOOBFOBD.— Fonr Lectnies on Church History, deBvwed in 
Advent, 1851 . By the Rev. J. R. Woodford, is. dd. 

WbOPFOSB.— Sermons preached in various Churches of Bds- 
.tol. Second Edition ^ 58. 

WOOD WABD.— Demoniacal Possession; its Nature aad Cessa- 
tien. A prise essay, by the Rev. T. Woodward; M.A. ss. 

WIUBATH OF IiIUSS, A Gift for the Young. Ss. 6d. 

An easy Commentary and Verse of the various evento ia tiie Life of 
tlM Blessed t^Srgin. ■ 



AtDBB60A.T1B ST., AND NEW BOND ST. 35 

fit\n ^ttitH of €^xiiiim Klogtaf^^. 

In no bnmch of devotional literature is the Cbarch of England so 
deficient, as in Biography. Whether we look to the Fathers of the 
Primitive and andivided Church, or to those great and good men by 
whom the Gospel was brought into this land : to those who have toiled 
and suffered in its defence in every age j or to those who in the privacy 
of their own homes have lived the most saintly lives among us, there 
is no accessible record concerning them which we can place in the 
hands of oar people. From these sources it will be the object of the 
present undertaking to provid* a aeries of inUresting Biogriqdiical 
Sketches for general reading. 

Already puMUked. 

K<v 1. The Life of Nicholas Ferrar. Ss. 6d. 

Ko. 3. The life of James Bonnell. Ss. 6d. 

Ko. 8. The life of S. Boniface. Ss. 0d. 

No. 4. The Lives of Eminent Russian Prelates : Nikon, S. Deme* 
trios, and Michael. With an Introduction on the History, 
Qeograpby, and Religious Constitution of Rossia. Ss. 6d. 



The following are Pubtiehed by T. Harrieon^ of Leeds, 

*'HSAB THE OHUBOH." A Sermon, preached before the 
Qaeen at the Chapel Royal. By W. F. Hook, D.D. Reduced to Sd. 

AUBICniiAB CONFESSION. A Sermon, preached in Leeds, 
Oct. 80, 1848. With a Preface, &c. By W. F. Hook, D.D. Is. 

PASTOBAIj ADVIOB to YOTTNa FEOFIjE fbe- 
. PABING FOB OONFIBMATION. By W. F. Hook, 
D.D. Third Edition. Sd. 

THE BAPTISM A Ti VO'W. A Word of Remembrance to the 
Confirmed, id. 

THE APOSTIjES' CBEED: Devotionally and Practically 
considered. 6d. 

■t?HE POOB CHUBCHMAN'S CAIiENDAB OF 
FEASTS AND FASTS. 4d. 

ANN OOVrNLA-N z a Sketch from Memory. By a Clergyman. 4d. 

THE DUTY OF PUBLIC "WOBSBOP PBOVED : with 
Directions for a devout behaviour therein. In Question and An- 
swer. By Francis Fox, M.A. 15th Edition. 4d. 

THE CONSTI TUTIO N AND HISTOBY OF THE 
ENOIjISH CHUBCH. a Catechism for Parochial Schools. 
4d. 

THE CBOSS OF CHBIST ; or Meditations upon the Death 
and Passion of our Blessed Lord. Edited by W. F. Hook, D.D. ss.. 

BITUAIj "WOBSHIP. a Sermon preached at Leeds. By the. 
Rev. Charles Dodgson, M . A., Rector of Croft, Rural Dean, &o. fid. 

BULES FOB A YOUNO CHBISTIAN. On a Card. id., 
or 7s. per hundred. 
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CLASSIFIED PEIGE LIST 



OF 



REWARD BOOKSj 



Ain> 



BOOKS FOR I.ENDZNO Z.ZBRARZBS. 



THE SEVEN CORPORAL WORKS OP MERCY.— 
In Seven Tales. In a Packet, or boaud in <Mmainei)ta] coyei^ tfd. 

THE SEVEN SPIRITUAL WORKS OF MfeRCY.— 
In a Packet, or bound in ornamental cover, 6d. 

THE HALF-HOLIDAY. A Packet of Six Tales, contain- 
ing Six Different Ways of Spendinga HfOf-itoUitey. In a Packet, 
price 6d. 

THE YOUNG SOLDIERS, or THE DOUBLE BIRTH- 
DAY} and other Tales. A.packetof Sevan Tales, or boiuid»^d. . 

THE SCHOLAR'S NOSEGAY. Being a sems of Talet 
and pouversations on Flowers. In a packet, containing 18, price 
18. J or neatly bound, is. 6d. 

FLOWERS AND FRUIT, ETC. For JAttU ChUdren. 
In a Packet, price U. j or bojond in clo^, l». 6d. 

STORIES AND LESSONS ON THE FESTIVALS, 
FASTS, AND SAtN^'S* DAYS. In 82 litUe boo)c8, 8b. 6d. tbe Mt^ 
In 3 vols., ornamental cloth, 3s. 



You I. 

Advent 
Christmas Day 
Epiphany 
Ash Wednesday 
Good Friday 
Easter Eve 
ISasterDay 
Ascension Day 
Whitsunday 
Trinity j^onday 



Vol. II. 
S. Andrew 
S. Thomas 
S. Step^ien 

B. John the Evangelist 
The Holy Innocents 
Circumcision 
Conversion of S. Faul 
Puflflcation 
S. Matthias. 
Annunciation 



Vol. III. 

S. Mark 

SS. Phi^p iind James 
S. Barnabas 
S. John the 9^tiflt 
Q. Peter 
S. James 
^s:;Sartholoaew 
S. Matthew 
S . l«ic)»tt^ «( AU Anf^ 
S..;(.nke 

SS. Simon and Jnde 
i^l faints 



Mwo ssw wmfB 9c. 97 




Cicely vbA M^swb 
The F!x9fC AdDor 

I Qneniaiu ^b CluialibB Hoe* 



fix VwObbIm af :3. Fries 3i. 



■ ftirLJttteCaiiktEBL rbe Litde Lan SrL 
' I am aa happy'* Tha Ba^ 



s 'l a i'ilfliw The CaC and bar 

How to 'le UaeAiI snd Happy 
Huot A 7«w P i*y«» and a Vnr Woidi 

AadM abaut Prar«r 




The Priaa 

jLonaadaia 
ofaTortoiaa '. vnuiam Dale 

of locttah Htatory Xary Wilaoiu or SelT-Denial 

Pari ■ Woatf Carver i or S.BarnaJjas' Day 



THKEEPEBTCZL 

ta Padkafii of la. Price 3a. 
of Dr. AIIcatRa Hynuui fcr GUIilroa of tte 



of a<» gi»n^ 
UtSaiea MaaricaFavatt 
JDflta Sad Serica The Prtmiiaia 

Mtta acd Sariea Liaidna Pride 

ABca VM^nmitT Day 

Phoebe, or tbeBoapilai MoialSoafS 

Cliarch ' f#aanna fcr eraty Say ia tte 



farLittlaGhikirea 



PlaarSBsna^—lBaPaekctor is,pffiec4a. 

The Dcaakard'a Boy 

The Wafce The Oottase ia the Laat 

The Faneakc Bdl The BaDroad Boy 

Beattar the Boaadi Robert Lee 

The BooAte AnBie*8 Grare 

HaDowBMa Ere Mary Cooper 
ASodajWalkaadafaBday'ndk , 



VOKU pDUiiBBD »r I. HAmMf 




Vie IiIiDd Choir 

Tha Mrstrar of HwklDC 

The Sbcptaerdi of Hethlelieia 



Hnnni for UtUc ChUdren 
T6e a«rd.n In Uib WUdmicH 


The Giu4en lo the WlId«TO«« 


Snou Spellmni 


ItaiTT liDd Archie. Put I. 


Bectr ConiveU nd her Qrud- 


Ditto Part II. 


childrea 


Itallr Lift of the Chrtatiui CbUd 




l*.t Bleep of the Chrlsllui Child 








dentofLeiiwig 


Jecls. Putl. 




YguaKaoUiW^hds, 






Xtr Tilei for Utile ChUdren 




Uttle Stortea fat UtUe CblUisn 


Mtchiel the Choilitiii 




Edttud Truemu 


EBS-r-"-' 




Gruidamer'i Chrtatmn Til*. 


Loer Parkct 


VUligeSlocT 


OUnUilsf 



▲LDBR80ATB ST., AND NBW BONB ST. 



d» 



SIXPENCE. (C0NTIN17BD.) 



Harriett and her Sister 
Lives of Englishmen. Ist Series 
Ditto Snd Series 

Manaal for Confirmation 
Devotions for Schoolboys 
Portions of the Psalms 
A Catechism of the Holy Days 
Mary Mansfield 



Path of Life 

Trebursaye School 

The Seven Corporal Works of 

Mercy, bds. 
The Seven Spiritual Works of 

Mercy, bds. 
Recollections of a Soldier's VHdoif 



SIGHTPENCE. 



Trior's Death, Jadgnnent, Hea. 
ven, and Hell 

Plain Reading Lessons from 
Scripture History 

Nelson's Goide to the Holy Com- 
munion 



Kettlewell's Companion for lli^ 

Penitent 
Moral Songs, paper cover 
Hymns on the C^echism 
Finchley Manual — Needlework 
Milman's Voices of Harvest 



NINEPENCE. 



Moral Songs, in Three Parts 
Ken's Practice of Divine Love 
Sanderson's Christian Content. 

ment 
Progress of the Church since the 

Reformation, cloth 
New Year's Eve 



Homeck's Daily Exercises 
Life of Bishop Bull 
Life of Jcmes of Nayland 
Cousin Rachel. Four Parts 
Tower Builders 
Treasure Keeper 



TEK7PEK7CR 



Finchley ManmJs, Cookhog 
Ditto» Gardening 
Ditto* Household Work 
Ditto, Domestic Fowls 

Mystery of Marking, doth 



Neale's Hymns for the Sick, stUT 

cover 
Lives of Englishmen. 8rd Series 
Portions of the Psalms, ok^ 



OKE SHILLINa. 



Gresley's Treatise on the Church 
Hymns for Littie Children, cloth 
Poems on Old Testament Sub- 
jects. Part I., ci. 
Hymns on Scripture Characters 
Moral Songs, cloth 
Monro's Dark River, stilf cover 
Monro's Vast Army, ditto 
Monro's Combatants ditto 
Monro's Revellers, &c. ditto 
Monro's Harry and Archie, com- 
plete 
Sifter's C«re, cioth 
Michael the Chorister, cloth 



The Young Churdmmn's Mannal 
Commentary on the Seven Peni- 
tential Psalms 
Bessie Gray, cloth 
Samuel x a Story f(Mr Choristers 
Tales of the Empire 
Neale's Hymns for caiQdren, tL 
Steps to the Altar 
Cosin's Private Devotions 
Self- Devotion 
Story of a Dream 
The Scholar's Nosegay 
Fruits and Flowers 
The Christian C3kiId'sfiook, dotli 
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OUfB. QiUIiXJKa. (CoNTtMiTEo.) 



Biddy Kavanagh, &e. 

Doctrine of the Cross illastrated 

I«ay8 of Uie Church 

Gtentle Influence, or the Cousin's 
Visit 

Meeting in the Wilderness 

Stories on the Beatitudes 

iPrisoners of Craigmacaire 

Treatise on the 84th Psalm bound 

Pearson's Home Tales 

Fox's Noble Army of Martyrs 

f»a«et^ S. A^tholin's 

life of Bishop Andrewes 

Life of Or. Hammond 

Life of Bishop Wilson 

Edward Trueraan, cloth 

Birdlceeplnr Boy, cloth 

A Drop in the Ocean 

Cinderella in verse 

Hopwood's Child's Gteog^raphy 

Johns' Easy Dictation Lessons 

Johns' Questions on the Penta- 
teuch 

Catechism on the Incarnation. 

Lives of Englishmen. 4th Series 

Book of Anecdotes 

Shepherd of the Oiant Mountain 



The Stream 

Follow Me * 

Knight and the Enchanters 

Castle oo the Bode 

Was it a Dream i and The Kew 

Churchyard 
M ilmau's Way through the Desert 
Milman's Voices of Harvest, d. 
Phipps* Catechism on Scriptures 
Book of Church History 
Higher Claims 
Catechumen's Instructor 
Little Annie and her Sisters 
Christmas Eve, and other Ppemf 
Amy, the King's Daughter 
Hymns on the Cateclusra 
The Conceited Pig ; illustrated 
Decseus, and the Bond-child. 

Two Allegories. 
Kings of England 
Charcoal Burners 
Flower's Classical Tales 
Flower's Tales of Faith and Pro* 

vidence 
Going Home, boards 
Davies' Lectures on Wellington 



ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENOE. 



The Child's New LAnon Book 
iThrifitian's Chamber Companion 
Finchley Manual of Cooking. 

Best Edition 
Oresley's HolidayTales, sttffoover 
Taylor's Life of Christ 
Russell's Lays of the Early Church 
Was it a Dream ? and the New 

Churchyard 
WilUams' Ancient Hymns for 

Children 
Wakefield's Five Hundred Cha- 

rades from Histcnry, &c. 
Robert Marshall, ice., doth 
Charlton's Eng^h Grammar 
Ivo.and Verena, limp doth 
Toogood's Ellen Lutwidge 
Christian Servant Taught, 

Part I. 
Ditto, Part II. 

Conv. with Cousin Rachel, Vol. I. 
Ditto, Vol. II. 

Qoiiig Home, doth 



Reformed Village 

The Christian Servanf^s Book 

Pye's Ecclesiastical History 

Fouqu^'s Aslauga and her Knight 

Milman's Voices of Harvest, cl. 

Neale's Hymns for t^e Sick, d« 

The Art of Contentment 

Popular Tales from the German 

Early Friendship 

The Swedish Brothers 

The Charcoal Burners, dotii 

Parish Tracts, (6 Tales) cloth 

Little Annie and her Sisters 

Milman's Way through the Deaeift 

Margaret, an Olden Tale 

Poole's ChurcheSk 

Book of Poetry 

What we are to Belteve 

Tales of the Empire. 

Higher Claims 

Paget's Luke Sharp 

Enthusiasm not AeUgioA 
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COBTenatfoos on the (Aurclir-Servioe, is. 8d. 
Tracts for the Working People, cloth, is. 4<L 
FtLgeVn Rich and Poor, s ParU, is. 4d. each. 
Neaie*8 Chriatiau Heroism, is. 4d. 
Devout Chorister, is. 4d. 



ONE SHILLING AND EiaHTPENCE. 



Oresley's Clement Walton, stiff 
coTer 

Oresley's Siege of Lichfield, do. 

Gresley's Charles Lever, ditto 

History of Spain, ditto 

Mossman's Glossary of Scrip- 
ture Words. 



Neale*s English History, limp cl. 
Neale*s Church Tour, Part I. 
Ditto Part II. 

History of Portugal, limp cl. 
Heygate's Manual of- Devotion. 
IS. 9d. 



TWO SHILLmaS. 



Neale*s FoUowers of the Lord 
Adams' Cressingham 
Senn's Lays of the Hebrews 
Oresley*0 Forest of Arden, stiff 

cover 
Greatoy's Church Clavering, do. 
Gresley's Holiday Tales, ditto 
Bishop Andrewes* Sermons 
Fox's Noble Army of Martyrs 
Fox's Rome, limp cl. 
Christian Servant's Book, bound 
Ken's Practice of Divine Love 
Stories of Youth and Childhood 
Ivo and Verena 
Book of Poetry 
Historical Tales 
Book of Fable and Allegory 
Arden's Manual of Catechetica 

Instruction 
Neve's Evenings at Sackville 

College 
Neale's Christian Heroism 
Gresley's Henri de Clermont 
Churton's Lays of Faith and 

Loyalty 
The Manger of the Holy Night 
Bezant's Geographical Questions 
Arnold's History of Ireland 



Christian Servant Taught, 

Part III. 
Neale's Christian Endurance 
Neale's Stories from Heathen 

Mythology 
Neale's Deeds of niith 
Neale's Greece, limp doth 
Neale's Followers of the Lord 
Flower's Tales of fWth and Pro- 
vidence 
Fiower^s Classical Tales 
Hynuis for Public & Private Use 
Ken's Preparatives for Death 
Smith's Devout Chorister, cloth 
Domestic Tales for Youth 
Andersen's Tales for the Yoiutf^' 
Gulliver's Travels 
Enthusiasm not Religrion ,, 

Mary and Mildred 
Scenes in the Lives of Christian 

Children 
Sunlight in the Clouds 
Stories of Holy Men and Woman 
Wakefield's Mental Exercises 
Toogood's Ellen Lutwidge, cloth 
Sacred History, Old Test. 
Ditto New Test. 



^ 
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WORKS PUBLIdHKO BY J, MASTSBS, 



TWO SHILLINaS AND SIXPENCE. 



Short History of some Deacons 

in the Choreh 
MiUard's Historical Notices of 

Choristers 
Monro's Dark River 
Monro's Vast Army 
Monro's Combatants 
Monro's Revellers, &c. 
Paget's Tales of Village Children 

Vol. 1. Ditto, Vol. 11. 
Guardian Angels 
Heygate's Q^ifrey Davenant 
Heygate's Godfrey Davenant at 

College 
Dunster's Stories from Froissart 
Monro's Stories of Cottagers 
The Child's New Lesson Book, col. 
The Child's Book of Ballads 
Hymns and Scenes of Childhood 
Margaret ; an olden Tale 
Parish Tracts, doth 
Poole's Sir Raoul de Broc 
Baron's Little Daughter and 

other Tales 
The Exiled Soul 
Tute's Champion of the Cross 
The Hope of the Katzekopfs 
Mirror of Young Christians 
History of the French Revolution 
Tales of Female Heroism 
Paget's Luke Sharp 
Hopwood's (Geography 
lioraine's La^s of Israel 
Theodore, his Brother and Sisters 
Walter the Schoolmaster. 



Pietas Metrica 

Neale's Mirror of Faith 

The Island of Liberty 

Gresley's Colton Green 

History of Portugal 

Poynings } a Tale of the Revolu- 
tion 

Neale's English History for Chil- 
dren ' 

Neale's Mediaeval Hymns 

Johns* History of Spain 

Festivals and Fasts for the Young 

Lives of Englishmen, Vol. I. 
Ditto Vol. II. 

Poole'sChurches, their structure, 
&c. (cloth) 

Lord of the Forest, bds. 

Vidal's Esther Merle 

Little Alice 

Consecration and Desecration 

Snowball and other Tales 

Life of Nicholas Ferrar 

Life of James Bonnell 

Life of S. Boniface 

Lester's Guardian Angels 

Langley School 

Landmarks of History (Aneient) 

Enthusiasm not Religion 

(Goodrich's Claudia 

Tales of Adventures by Sea and 
Land 

Rainy Mornings with Aunt Mabel 

Kempis' Soliloquy of the Soul 

Neale's Egyptiiui Wanderers 



Churchman's Companion. Vols. I. and II. Ss. 9d. each. 
THBEE SHILLINaS. 



Flower's Reading Lessons for 

Schools 
Gresley's Frank's Trip to the 

Continent, stiff cover 
Johns' Collects and Catechising 
Moberly'sStoriesfrom Herodotus 
Fox's History of Rome 
Kings of England 
Landmarks of History (Middle 

Ages.) 
Beauties of German Literature 
Life of Dr. Johnson 
Popular Natural History 



Time of the End 

Paget's Milford Malvoisin 

Holy Men of Old 

Tales for my Godson 

Smith's Devout Chorister, calf, 

or roan tuck 
Neale's Greece 

Tute's Holy Times and Scenes 
Fragments of History 
Robinson Crusoe 
Flower's Lucy Ashcroft 
Neale's Unseen World 
Companion to Sunday Servicet 
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THREE SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE. 



Adams* Fall of Croesus 
Gresley's Charles Lever 
Gresley's Clement Walton 
The Inheritance of Bril 
The Lord of the Forest and his 

Vassals 
Pairet*8 Christian's Day 
The Birthday 
Heygrate's William Blake 
Christian Gentleman's Daily Walk 
Lady Ella 

Jackson's Stories, vol. III. 
Neale*s Stories of the Crasades 
Basil the Schoolboy. 



Songs of Christian Chivalry 

The Wreath of Lilies 

Captive Maiden 

Ljrra Apostolica 

Select Plays from Shakspeare 

Songrs ana Hymns for the Nnrscfry 

The Divine Master 

Five Tales of Old Time 

Benn's Solitary} or, a Lay from 

the West. 
Cecil Dean 

Scripture History for the Young 
Memoir of Rev. E. J. R. Hughes 



The Churchman's Companion. Vols. III. to XV. 



FOUR SHILLINGS. 



Gresley's Siege of Lichfield 
Gresley's Forest of Arden 
Toogood's Summer Lake 
Echoes of Old Cornwall 
Gresley's Church Clavering 



Church Poetry 
Jackson's Stories 

sings, vol. I. 
Don Quixote. 



and CatecU- 



FOUB SHILLXNaS 

The Baron's Little Daughter and 

other Tales 
Neale's Duchenier; or, the Re* 

volt of La Vend^ 
Poole's History of England 

Vol I. 
Ditto Vol. II. 

Abbey Church 
Scenes and Characters ' 



AND SIXPENCE. 

Hicks' Lectures on the incar- 
nation 

Ghresley's Frank's Trip to the 
Continent 

Gresley's Coniston Hall 

Gresley's Bernard LesUe 

The Maiden Aunt 

Days and Seasons 

Poetry, Past and Present 



FIVE SHILLINGS. 



Tbe Altar, or Meditations in 
Verse. By the Author of ** The 
Cathedral" 

Jenkins' Cotemporary Annals of 
the Kings of Israel, &c. 

Paget's Sursnm Corda 

Teale's Lives of English Divines 

Paget's Warden of Berkingholt 

Tales of a London Parish 

Henrietta's Wish 

Milman's Love of the Atonement 

Alice Beresford 

JLyra Sanctogrom ., ... 



■J 



Memoir of Rev. R. A Suckling 
Bunbury's Evenings in the Py. 

renees 
English Churchwomeu of the 

17th Century 
The Church in the Cloisters } or* 

Monks and Monasteries 
Our Doctor and other Tales 
Jackson's Stories and Catechl- 

sinffs, vol. II. 
S. Alban's ; or, the Prisoners ^ 

Hppe 
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NEW TRACTS, ETC. 



SOUTH CHURCH UNION LECTURES. 

l^ectores on Tractarianism. By the Rev. Henry Newlaiid, M.A. 
Kos. 1 andSf 4d. each: No. 3, 6d. ; Preface.and Appendix, Sd, ; .or 
bound together in clotb, is. 9d. 
The Bible, and the Bible only, the Religion of Protestants. By the 

' Rev. J. M. Neale, M.A. 4d. 
The Increase of Romanism in England. By the Rev. H. Newland. 3d. 

?OPULAR TRACTS, llluBtrating the Prayer Book of tjbe 
Church of England. 

Already published : 

1 The BaptismallBervices. New Edition. 2d. 

2 The Dress of the Clergy, with an lUnstration. New Edition. 2d. 

8 The Burial Service. With an Appendix on Modem Burials, Monu- 
ments, and Epitaphs, containing Seven l)e8igus for Headstones, 
and an Alphabet for Inscriptions. 6d. 

(4 • The OrdinatiaB Services^ 4(1. 

LONDON PAROCHIAL ^TR^CTS, 

1 Conversion, in Two Parts. 2d., or Us. per WO. 

2 Be One Again. An Earnest Entreaty from a Clergyman to his 

People to Unite in Public Worship. Id., or Ts. per IQQ. . 

3 The Church a Family; or, a Lettej*from aClfsrgylnan^othe Pa- 

rishioners inpon their Kessingsand Du4;ie8 as-MembMcs of Ijhe 
Household of Gnn. .i^d., or lOs. 6d. per 100. 
>i4- Ad vice to Christian Parents, id., orys. pfr, lOO. • . ,!: 
6 The Privilege of Daily Service, id., or 78. per lOA. ■ 

6 The Church Servioe and Church Music. ld„ e^ 7«,pei;'];00. 

7 A Few Words to Choristers, ^d., or Ss 6d. per 100. 

8 The Mysteiy pf Godlixusss. Id., or 7s* per lOO. 

9 A Few more Words to Choristers, ^d., or 3s. 6d. pear 400. 

10 The Worship 4)f the Body j being a Few Plsoa Word^itbottt a JPIain 

Duty. Id., or 78. per 100. 

11 The Use of Confirmation. 24<» or I4s..^.er.l00. 

12 On Almsgiving. 4d.,'or 8b. fid. per 100. 

13 The Way to become Rich, i^d., or 38. 6d. per 100. 

14 A Popular View of Anglb- Catholicism and Ancrlo-CitthdllcB. Id. 
1'6 On the ttdvtt'ence -we bngW: to show in the ItOtisIs of ^oi>. tk4' 
1 6 On Unchastity before Marriage, id. or 7^. per 100. 

T7 Amy, thefatftofrytiirt. id., orS^.'fld. per 100. ' ; 

|8 On Almsdeeds. ^d., or 3s. 6d. per 100. ' :- ' ' 

« ISI How to Spend the Lb an *i Day Profitably, ijd., or Ss. fUS;^ per* lOO', 

20 Conditions of Prkyer. 4d., or Ss.nOd: per 100. ! . 

21 A Pew WordJB to the Parents of Nattonal'Bdiobl ChiMiiBb'. ^. : 
■«2 The Misery Of Sin. Bv the Rev. R. G. Boddlfe.- Id. ' 

83 The Danger of Sin. 1^ the same Author, l^d. 

"74 Til e Object of this Life. BytheaameAiMnor. id. 

8A On Fasting. By the llev. Frederick Poyiider. 2d. ' •»■'■' 

80 Thoughts on Turning to the East at the Creed. W^' ^-"^'^ ^^ • ' 
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FOUR-PAGE TRACTS, suited also for tract'Coyer*. , 

1 Scriptare Ruleii for Holy Liviug— s Baptism and B^gistradon-* 
S George Herbert— 4 Dreamland —6 Sougfr for Laboaren — 6n«inDU. 
rectloo&for Prayer, with a few Forma— 7 Reasons for Daily Serrice'^ 
8 Easter Songs— 9 The Good Sliepherd— 10 Morning and Bveniag 
Hymns— 11 A Few Reasons for Keeping the Fasts and Festirals— 
13 The Church Calendar. 2s. in Packets of 60. 

PARISH TRACTS. In 1 vol., price 2s. 64. elotb, or in 

separate parts. 

1 Wandering Willie, the Sponsor, id, 

3 Dermot, the Unbaptized. 3d. 

3 Old Robert Qra>. 3d. 

4 The Ministration of Public Baptism of Infknts to be used tn the 

Church. 4d. 
6 Short and Simple Forms of FamOy Prayer. Sd. 

6 Short Instructions and Devotions for the Sicfk. 3d. 

7 A Word of Counsel to the Parents of Children attendhig Parochial 

Schools. Id. 

8 Little Betsy. A ViUa«re Memoir. 2d. . 

9 Mabel Brand. A Tale of the Burial Service. 3d. 

10 A Plain Sermon respecting (godfathers and Godmothers. Id. 

Complete in t vol. doth, 2s. 6d. Nos. 1, 2, 3, 8, and 9, bound tog<- 
ther, limp cloth, is. 6d. , 

TRACTS ON CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE AND ; 

PRACTICE. :'. 

1 The Chnreb'Of Chust. id., or 7s.^per IM. 

2 On Fasting. Id., or 7s. per 100. 

3 A Word to Parents. 3d. 

4 The Church Visible and Invisible. 8d, 

5 My Parishioner Cautioned. 3d. 

6 The Presence of Goi>. Sd. 

7 Bi»hop JoUy's Address aa Baptism. 6d, 

8 Examine and Communicate. 3d. 

9 The Story <tf Old Ambrose. 3d. 

10 A Catechism on the Church. ^. 

11 A Few Words on Public Worship, lid. 

12 Plain Prayers, with ofarections how to Pray, ^d., as. (ML per lOOk-! 

13 The Creeds of the Church. 2d. 

14 Evangelical Truth and Apostolical Order. A Dialogue. 2d. -*' 

15 The Christian State. Sd. ..i 

16 Robert Jbaugley and Thomas Iftott. sd. . . 

17 Scripture Dialogues. — No. 1, Conscience. Id., or 7s. p«r 100. 

18 Anglo-Catholic Piety— George Herbertt ld<> Qr.78* per 1«0. 

19 Regeneration and Confersion, ad* 

30 OnXeepingtbjeChuroh Festivals. ldt,e«-7s*.per lOO. 

31 Baptismal Regeneration, a Doctrine of the. Cfanjp^ of EDglan^i 

and its Practical EfTQCts considered. .Sd., or. Sis, per 100, 
ft Otitb»Hdiy«ertpMfet:' ijtf." ' • • • • • ' 
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93 The Doty and Benefits of Fasting. Sd. 

S4 The Providence of Ooo. id. 

M The Death of the Righteous. 2d., or lis. perlOO. 

Stf Zeal for the Hoase of Goo. 4d. 

97 Plain Remarks on Baptism and the Registration Act. Id. 

or 7s. per 100. 
S8 Reasons for being a Churchman, id., or 7s. per lOO. (Or the 

same on a sheet.) 
99 Prayers for Schools. Id. 

80 Liberty of Consdeuce} or, a Dialogue about Church and 

Meeting. 8d. 

81 On Holy Thursday, or Ascension Day. Id. 

39 Prayers from the Liturgy, arranged for Private or Family Use. 4d« 

88 The Guilt and Danger of Sin. 2d. 

84 Instructions in Confirmation. By Robert Nelson, Esq. Id. 

85 The Two Carpenters. 2d. 
30 The Bliss of Heaven. Id. 

87 Man Fearfully and Wondorfully Made. 2d. 

38 The Life of S. James. 2d. 

89 Reasons against Joining a Dissenting Congregation. 4d* 

40 The Honour of the Sanctuary. 1 jd. 

41 The Village Feast. Id. 
49 On Absolution. 2d. 

43 Church Matters. 2d. 

44 . A Word in Season (oh the Sin of tntemperauce). 9d. 

45 The Gospel Invitation. (For the Additional Curates* Fund.) 2d. 
40 An Address to the Parents of the Children at a Parish Sch(00l. id. 

47 Obedience to Spiritual Governors. 2d. 

48 The House of Qon. id. : 

49 The Danger of Dissent. 9d. 

50 Infant Baptism, or John Jackson's CSiristening. 2d. 

51 The History of S. Peter. 2d. 

52 Confirmation ; its Authority and Benefits plainly Stated. 2d. 

53 The Daily Service. 2d. ' 

54 life of the Rev. John Bold. 2d. 

55 On Frequent Communion. 2d. 

56 The Gospel after the Pentecostal Pattern. 9d. 

57 The Commission of the Christian Priest, id. 

58 On Daily Public Worship; an Address to a Village Congre- 

gation. I id. 

59 The Order for Public Prayer DttUjf, not Weekly. I4d. 

00 A Catechism on the Church. 2d. 

01 The Lent Fast. id. • ' « 

02 The Bible Society Contrary to the Bible and Hostile to th6 

Church. 2d. 

03 The Nature and Benefits of Holy Baptism. 0d. 

04 The Unbaptized Sceptic, l^d. 

05 Devotions for the Morning and Erening of eaieb Day of the 

Week. «d. 
00 Modern Methodism. A Dialogue. 3d. 

07 Modern Methodism. A Dialogue. PartTI. 9d. ' ' 

08 A Country Curate's Protect against Methodist Intoference. 2d; 
6(^ Oialogioes on Confirmation. 4d. 

Vols. I., il.. 111., IV., and V. are no^ patiaj^Mg*:^ ^>jf %o))».<4p^ 
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TRACTS FOR THE WORKING PEOPLE. By Sos- 

TBBNBt. 

1 Thoairhts on the late Rerolotlon in France— 9 Conmranism and 
Chartism— 3 The Special Constable and the Chartist— 4 Six New Points 
for the Charter — 5 On the Origin of Property— 6 Employment of the 
People— 7 The Desthiy of Nations— 8 The Red Republicans. 

The above may be had strongrly bound in cloth, salted to Lending 
Libraries in Manufacturing Districts, is. 4d. 

THE SCOTTISH CHURCH TRACTS. 

1 Constitution of the Christian Church. By Bishop Jo Li.r. 3d. 

3 Slothful Habits inconsistent with Devotion, by Rev. W. Law. l|d. 

3 Christian llumilitv. By the Rev. W. Law. l^d. 

4 The Treasure of the Holy Scriptures. By Alex. Knox, Bsq. l^ 

5 Christian Unity. By Bishop SKAsaar. id. 

The Cross of Christ. Id. 

7 Wherefore should we Venerate the Church ? id. 

8 The Year of the Church. Id. 

9 Baptismal Regeneratioa. Id. 

10 The Season of Lent. id. 

1 1 The Claims of the Holy Week. Id. 
13 The Feast of Easter. Id. 

13 The Day of Pentecost. By Bishop Bbvbriogb. Id. 

14 The Sinfulness of Divisions among Christians. Id. 

15 The Pastor's Counsels, l^d. 

10 The Moral Training of the Church, id. 

17 The Family in Heaven and Earth, id. 

18 Man Saved by Mercy, id. 

19 Thoughts on the Imitation of Christ. By Bishop Beveridge. Id. 

30 On Hearing the Word. By Bishop Seaburt. id. 

31 The Old Paths. By Bishop Hobart. Id. 

33 Holy Baptism. A Homily for the Times. Id. 

33 The Way of Living in a Method and by Rule. Id. 

34 Life of S. Cyprian. Id. 

35 Popular Objections to the Church, i^d. 

26 Treatise on the Lord's Prayer. By S. Cyprian. Sd. 

37 Nature and Government of the Church. 3d. 

38 The Service of Goo. 3d. 

THE POOR CHURCHMAN'S FRIEND: a Series of 
Tracts for the Instruction of the Poor Man in Church matters.. . 

1 Churchmen the Followers of no Man. id. 

3 Why Churchmen are called Tractarians. Ijd. 

3 Churchmen no Romanizers. l4d. 

4 The Voting Down High Churchmanship set at its real value, l^d. 

5 Neglected Church Laws not Obsolete. Id. 
Grievances of the Church, l^d. 

These Tracts are intended to meet a want peculiarly felt in these 
times, namely, of some popular method of imparting information to 
the humbler classes on matters relating to the present drcomstanccs 
of the Church. Bound together, 9a«' 
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IIUGTS FOR THE MIDQL*/ CIiA^SSBS. Pmblialwd 

under the superintendence of the South Church Union. 

< .1 Why a Mao may j»ot Marry his Oeceasied. Wife's Swter. id. < 

. 8. Ofn the A|>polutm^t of JBishops. ^, 

.,9' On Education. Id. 

4 Catholic or Protestant? . id. 

.£. The Kingdom of Christ, . idt , 

Religious Liberty, what Is it? , Id. 

7 They meant what they said, and they did it.- Id. 

COTTAGE TRACTS. 

.' 1. Faith audtbeSa»aments>-*'3 Infant KiptiAm.-^s Holy ConmugBion. 
Fitness and unfitness-ri Holy CooHnMnioni necessary to Salvatlpur- 
&.The IncanuaUon.. Holy Comniuftioa— 6 lUaif-Aaptism-nr? Conflr- 
mation. < 

Nos. I, 2, 3, 4, and 7» Id', each) or 25 for is« 04. • No. 5, $<!.» or K 
for 3s. No. 6, id.j.or 25foir0d. 

TRACTS ON CHURCH PRINCIPLES. 

1 On the Present Grievous loss of Christian Unity, id. 

2 On the Subipissiou Due to Lawful Authority^ id. . 

5 The ApostoHc ducce»sion. lid. 

4 The Apostolic Succession : An Anecdote, showing thM all PersoQQ 
hold the doctrine thoug^h they may say they do not. 'I^d: 

6 What Place of Worship is itm^ X>ntff to Attend? I^d. 

6 On the right of calling public assemblies for Divine^orship. .id. ; 
2 On the nature of » Sacrament, l^d. . ' 

THE WAKEFIELD TRACTS- Familuir Coiwersations on 
the Doctrines and Practice of theChnvch. First Series^ 24 Tracts 
l2mo. cloth, 29. 6di Second Series,' continued,- 15 Tracts^ is^ 3d« " 

SIMPLE TRACTS ON GREAT:' :5rRUTHlS: By Clergy-^ 
men of the Church of £fig^nd> > l<i.« e$^ch( .Qi; 7)^ P^, lOQ* 

1 Are you a Slave ? 

2 What were you made for? 

. :3 Js99$i the;W0r9h(ip qif Gbri»^i{aiiB. ; -; 

TRACTS FOR PAROCHIAL DISTRIBtJTlOK. iSj the 
late Rev. £. J. R. Hughes, Curate of Lytfae^ and'tOaoctcNa ll<^m^. 

Holy Baptism. 
. On tHf) jBiecfissity of .ftequ|9nt\iiff tbv Ho^y ComnwiitoH* •. 
What 1 would do were 1 a Sponsor* 
How to spend the Lord's Day pro4tabAy>; . 
What ought I to do in order to receive the full beneflt9,of jpujblic 

wbrsliip?" '' 

Why I do not go to Meeting. . /. , ' '' i' 

• ■ Price sd. the 8et«<)iL4<|mwi|r4|[|(i;,^i ' ';.;v-..;; j'vn: I'i 
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COl^PIBMATION. 

Conflrmation Catechetically Explained. By the Rev. W. Blunt, 

M.A., Corate.of Sk BotQipb; Aldgate. 3d., or 2ls. per 100. 
The Seal of the Lord. A Catechism on Confirmation. By the Bish(^ 

ofBABCHiN. I^d., or 10s. 6d. per 100. 
Qae^(n>s and Answ.ras on Confirmation. Os. per lOO. 
Confirmation considered Doctrinally and Practically in Four Simmons. ^ 

Price is. 
Instractions. aboat Cotifii'mation. Id., or 7s. per lOO. 
The Use of Conflrmation. By the Rev. W. Grbslkt. 2d. 
MeditatioBS on Conflrmation. By the Rev. R. Milman, Vicar «f 

Lambome. 2nd edit., 3d. 
A Plain Tract on Confirmation, with Prayers. 2d., or Us. per 100. 
Qaestions proposed to Candidates for Confirmation. 2d. 
A Manual for Cl>rl«!tian8 ITnconftrmed, 2d., or lis. per 100. 
A Manual for Unbaptized Children. 2d. or I4s. per 100. 
A Manual fbr Unbaptized Adults. 2d. or Ns. per 100. 
Plain Remarks upon Baptism and Spiritual Regeneration. 2d. 
The Christian Knight. An Address on Confirmation. By the Rev. 

J. S. Millard, id. . 

Catechetical Exercise on the Confirmation Service. By the Rev. G. J^ 

Davies. 6d. 

SHORT DEVOTIONS FOR THE SEASONS. Compiled 

for Parochial Distribution, by P. If . M. 
Devotions for the Season of Advent and Christmas. 7s. per 100. 
Devotions for Lent. 3s. 6d. per 100* 
Devotions for Holy Week. 3s. 6d. per 100, 
Devotions for the Season of Easter. 78. per lOO. 
Devotions for the Ascension, Whitsuntide, and the Festival of tb» 

Holy Tiinity. Each 3s. 6d. per 100. 

SINGLE SERMONS, PAMPHLETS, &o« 

AdyaikCQ of Traotaadaoisin. Pour Letters, reprinted, by tb^ 

auest, from Arises Birmingham Gazette, 8d. 
re'Vtres, Bp.— The Duty of a Nation and its Members in tim^ of 
War. A Sermon preached before Queen Elizabeth, by- Bl^top 
Andrewes. 6d.. - ' T 

Beaufort and Neale.— Proposed New Church iu LiveriHxA for 
Daily Prayers, Weekly Communions, and Oflertory. Two Sermoiui 
preached in S. Martiil^s, Liverpool by -the Rev. D. A. Beaufor^ 
M.A., and the Rev. J. M. Neale, M.A. Is. 

Bluilt.'— Vcclefiastical Restoration and Re/orm. . No. l. 8ugrge»ttonl 
oh Church Rates, Parish Officers, &c. No. 2. The Education Ques- 
tion Practically Considered. By the Rev. W. BUint, M.A. 1% 
each. 

Blunt. — Useand Abuse of Church Bella. Od. 

Bredbin, Bp. — Plea for Sisterhoods, by the Bp. of- Brechin, ad. 

Chamberlain.— The Glories of Ch rist and HU Church. A S^moitt 
By the Rev. T. Chamberlain. 6d. 

Ck)urtenay.— The Presence of Chr(st with His ministry, and ill 
Ho)7 Places. Two Sermont. By the Rev. the Hon. G. L. ConrleiiAyL 
Price is. •* ■ ■ ^••■■- •■ 
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Denison.— The Church and School. Two Sermons, by the Yen. 
Archdeacon Denisou. is. 

Deni80n.^Tbe Real Presence. No. I. A Sermon, is. 0d. 

I>eni80n.— The Real Presence. No. II. A Sermon. 2s. 6d. 

Denison.— The Real Presence. No. III. Article XXIX. A Sermon. 
Price Is. 

Denison.— Primary Charge to the Clergy, &c., of the Archdeaconry 
of Taunton, May, 1852. By G. A. Denison, Archdeacon, is. fid. 

Denison. — Why should the Bishops continue to sit in the House of 
Lords? is. 

Denison.— The Position and Prospects of the National Society for 
the Education of the Poor in the Principles of the Established 
Church. A Letter to the Rev. Canon Wordsworth, and to the 
Schoolmasters of the Church of England. With Appendix upon 
the Preparation and Examination of Candidates for Holy Orders. 
Price Is. 

Dociunents relating to the JCerusalem Bishopriok. Price is. 

fidmonstone.— Letter to the Lord Bishop of Glasgow and Galloway 
on Church Matters, by Sir A. Edmonstone, Bart. is. 

I^lower.— Stand Fast in the Faith. A Sermon, by the Rey.r W. B. 
Flower, is. 

Flower.— The Glories of the Church of Christ. A Sermon. 0d. 

Flower.— The Works of the Lord are Great. A Sermon, fid. 

Flower.— The Work we have to do. A Farewell Sermon preached 
at Christ Church, Plymouth, is. 

Flower.— Choral Service : a Sermon, preached at the Consecration 
of S. John's, Bovey Tracey. fid. 

Flower.— Revival of Old Church of England Principles no New 
Faith, by the Rev. W. B. Flower, B.A. fid. 

Flower.-Flea for Musical Services, fid. 

Flower.— What shall be Done to Regain the Lost i a Flea for the 
Poor. 4d., by post fid. 

Flower.— Non- Episcopal Orders. A Letter to the Rev. W. Goode. 
2s. fid. 

Flower.— On the Church and Sacraments. A Letter to Rev. R. W. 
Needham. fid. 

Flower.— TTie National Society Vindicated, is. 

Forbes.— Loose him and let him go ; or, the Benefit of Absohition. 
A Sermon. By the Rev. G. H. Forbes, B.A. fid. 

Forbes.--The Way of Sorrows. A Sermon, is. 

Forbes.— •* Jesus Wept." A Sermon, is. 

Ford/— Holy Ooromunion at a Visitation. A Sermon, by the Rev. 
James Ford. fid. . 
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l^OWton^The Chorclifhe Bond «r/BrotiMilModi AClttb 
Bf ttw B«T«-C. Fowlfer. dd. 

iB*ra8er.— The Constitutional Katare of the Convocations of ttie 
■ Chnreh of Engfamd. With an App^dhc. By the Rev. W. IYmot, 
- B.C.L.. of Worcester Coll. is. 

Qoodwin.— The Dotir of Ofl^rii^ to Qqd. A Sermon preached ttfc 
the Reopening: of Little Halltn^bctfy Church, Bishop*8 Stortford. 
Bf^ Rev* H. Goodwin. ' 6dl ' ' 

Gresley.— The Real Danger of the Church of Itegland. 9d. 

^S^rei^iy.-^Seeoitd Statement of the Refeil Danger of the Church. !•, 

Qresley.— Third Statemept of the Heal Danger 6f the Church, is. 

The above thre^ pamp^ets in one vol., 28. 6d. . 

Greftley.-^Word of Remonstrance with the Evangelicals. ^., 

Qre^y.^SecoDd, Word of Bemoostranoe with jthe Bvangellealf . 

(Sresley.— Letter to the Dean of Brifetol on Tiaotarianlsm. is. 

QrecHgy.-^Soine Account of the Church. A Serjuon, preached in 
'fi.Tata% Brighton* Jantory 6, 1854. 

Gh^Qfl^ey^— Staiid Fast and Hope : a Letter. .. U. 
Grecdey.— Sermon on Church Music, is. . 

Chraeber.-'Hoiy Baptism: a Complete Statement of the CharehHi 
Doctrine. By the Rev. C. S. Grpeber, M.A. Is. (Ml. 

Grueber.— Plain Discourse op thci One FaiUl* IB. 

Jzigle.'H-&ttaal Beauty.no mark of Romanism. A Letter to the Rec^ 
J. Rogers, M.A., (of Fenroae, fforthleven, Cornwall,) ^uaaa 
B^8ifleBtil^7 of £xe^r. By the Rev. Jobp Ingle, M.A. Od. : 

Jones.— A Letter to his ParlshinQers on the Royal fiupremacy, atid 
tba )|U;|«li|oas of Cb^irch ami State, past and pffesent. By Theor 
VdMIli8J^Dee,M<A> FartlL 9d. 

Keble.— The Strength of Cumst'b Little Ones; A Sermon by the 
Aev. J. KeUe^ M.A. 6d. :',i 

Mi Ut— Hu man Policy and Oivine^'Tiratlu A Sermon, before the Uni. 
Verislty. 'is* Od. 

Milnw.-rFew Words ooi Baptismal Regenemtloti. By the Rev. J. 
MUner, B. A. 6d. . 

Morris.— God wonderful in Hti Hdly Places. A Sermon. By the 
, Rev, T. £, Morris. M.A. 3d. . 

ittl^Afir-'CoitifttBUm and Ab^ldtioo. A Lecture written for delivery 
in the 1\own Hall, BirmihgMm; Seecnd edttion id. 

If Qf4<9>r-Oi^ Private Devptiov i» Chwches. . is. . . .* 

Neale. — statement of Proceedings by the |x)rd Bishop of Chl> 

cih«4ter a«si&8t the Wardeii of ^/idtTiUe Cblugb. Bstt Grinsmr 
PiiceOd. ..'u.. t J..,, -i -.;- J JTir.;-^ .-■:.) r- .TT 



SenvlancL-^Memorial of the QhorctawardenB of Che Paiish of Wflrt.* 
boame to the Lord fiishop of Chichester j wtth.a LcsCter from the 
. , Hev. H. Newland to the Lord Bishop. 8d. . . \ . 

IbTewland. — " One and All }** or, the Disintegratioii of'^ocdely and 
some of its remedies. A Lectarey by the Rev. H. Newland. - Sd. 

9'Qwland.— The Two. Edged SwcMrd of God. A. Sermon p^r^ached 
. on the Day of RnnQiliaaoQu 3d.« by post 4d. 

iETewlaiid. — The Lord is at hand* .■ An Advent Sermon* 4d» > 

Paget.— The Idolatry of Cpvetonsness. is. 

Pearson.'— ApostoUc Treatment of Divisions ^ the Chnreh. :A 
.Sermon. By W. H. Pearson, M. A. is. \ 

Fratt.— Sermon preached in the. Cathedral of S. Ninlan's, Perth, 
at the PcfNBRAL OF i'rs lat* Bisnif p ToftRvi By the Rev. J. 
Pratt, M J^. To which i9 pr/elliced a Short Biographi<wI Mc^noir of 
the Bishop. Is. 

PrevtMt.— The Restoration of Chiurdfaes, and the Walk in the Spirit. 
Two Sermous, by the Rev. Sir Georg^e Prevost, Bart., M:A.', and 
tb«: Rev. C. £. K«aaaway, M.A. 6d. 

Piyzuie. — Private Confession, Penance, and Absolution, as anthori- 
tatively taught In the Chnrch pJT El^lan^. ,. A Letter, hyp. R. 
Prynne, B.A. 6d. 

Purohaa.— Christ in His Ordinances. A Farewell Serthon.- By the 
Rev. John Purchas, M.A. fid. • ' . 

PujBey . •— Increased Communiong. . A Sermon, ^by the Rev. £• B. 

Pusey, D.O. 8d. . ,. 

Pusey.— Do' all to the Lord Jksus, A Sermon: 3d., or ^s. p^ 

hundred for Parochial dlstribcftidn. '■> ■ - '■* 

Pitte]t.-*-A Lecture, on laying. the Foondation Stdnb of All Saints, 
:•. .JUargaret Street, Marylebone, 1850. fid. 

Bawes.— The Golden Image. A Sermon; By th<» Rev: H. A. Rawes, 
i. M.Ati Warden pf the Hoose of Charity. Soho. PrioftSd. 

Bemarks &n. the pveaeiit aspect of the QHirlds!h i^tieqtion. 

By a Member of^the Universfty of Oxford, ^ho virited Oottstan- 

^,. tinople in the Summers of 1850 and. 1851, is. , , . { J . ~; 

Biohardson. — God's Call of His Ministers, iaA StmionV preiiched 

in S. Mary, Whitechapel, on Sunday, September 16, 1711.. Bjr 

William itichardsoh, lately a Dissenting Fi^acher ,ih Pinmidceir*! 

Hall, and S. John, Clerkenwell, London, bnt now canonfcallv 

-. ordained a Presbyter of the Ghmch of England. (Reprinted.) id. 

Bussell.— Obedience to the Church in things Ritiial. A Sermon, by 
o • ' thfe Rev. J. F. Russ^U, B.C.L, fid^ , , . : .; ;. 

Bussell.— Anglican Ordination Valid.< A Reftitafion of e^tain^State- 
ments in the Second and Third Clf apters of '* T^ Validity of Angli. 
can Ordinations Bxainioed. Byt^Very ftevereiv^ PjBter llichard 
Kenrick, V. G.»» ' is. - 

Bussia and Turkey: the -Present QMsIs- Foreseen anil Foretold. 

Boott—Apoatolicia^uccession and CiMaonLV. A Reply ^ tb^Hev. 
' yt. Goode, by the Rev. W. R. Scott, is. fid. ^ ,:; 1 f 
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Sellon.— Essay on Sisterhoods in tho English Church, by the Rer. 
W. B. Sellcm. Is. 

Sellon.— Reply to a Tract by the Ret. J; Sporrel), containing cer- 
tain charges concerning the Society of the Sisters of Mercy of 
<l)eyoapoift «nd Plymouth. By tlM Superior of the Society. Yllh 
edition, fid. 

8in4^eton.-^Uncleannes8, the Bjain of Body and 3awl. Two Sejr- 
' mons to BoySf by th^. B^T* B« C. Singletqn» |lf*A. .8d. 

Sisters of Bethany. Three Sermons preached at the Chapel Royal, 
Windsor Great Park. M. ■ •' 

Skinner.— "rtie Stewards of the Mysteries o/ doD. A Sem^qn for 
Ember Days. By the Rev. J. Skhiner, M.A. Sd. 

Bkixmer.-— The Prlest^s Call. A Sermon for Ember Days. Inteiided 
for Parochial distribution, 7s. per 100. 

Stuart.— Tb^ Pew System, the chief hindrance to the Charon's 
Work in Tpwns. By the Rev. S. StuaJCt. M«A. 6d. . 

Taylor.— What is Education ? A Letter to the Earl of Derby^. .^f 
the Rev. J. Taylor, M.A. is. 

The Truth of *^Tfaiiiss to be Bamembaced^'vindteatecl by 
evidence from Holy Scripture, the Prayer Book, and chief Divines 
of the Church of England. 4d. * ' ' ^ 

Todd.— Whose is the Bible? answered from th9. Bible, or "Sprip^ 
tural" Reasons for not taking part in the Jubilee of the British 
and Foreign Bible Society. A Letter to V>rd Shaftesbury..: By 
the Rev. T. Tpdd. . Second edition^; 6d. • < 

Todd.— The British and Foreign Bible Society, " The Bible without 
the Church.*' A Second Letter to Lord gfttaltesbury. 6d. '^ \ 

'Ward. — Letter to W. E. Gladstone, Esq.^ m.F., ok\ the Union of 
the Spiritual and Temporal Authorities in one and the same 
. Eedesiastieal Court. By the Rev. W.. P. Ward, M.A. &&. i . ') 

Watson.— The People, Education, and the Chtirch :. a tetter to the 
Lcrd Bishop of Exeter, by the ReV. A. Watson, M.A. is. 

■ Watson.— Lett^ to all Members of -the Church of England,' <tt 
the **One Baptism for the Remission of Sins.'*' 8d^ 

WatsQn.— Public Ordinances an Effectual Ministration of DiviOiS 
Panlon. Preached at the Consecration (Hr^.Mai7*s;Devonp<^ 

Woodford.—" The Kingdom of Priests," and "Time and Eternity." 
. Two Sermons, .on behalf of the FondB Idr buildlAg. PairochM 

Schools at S. Mark's,. EastoD. By J. R.Woodford, fnownbent. 

Price Is. 

"Woods.— Premohition to the Priesthood toncl^g, the. Vne'dlt'^ih 
Holy Scriptures as-an Elementary Book, by the Rev; R.Woods, dd. 

"Wray.— Moral Consequences of a False F«ith«i.>. By tiie Rev*- Cecil 
Wray, M.A. fid. 

"Wray.— CohgregatfonaH Ihdependiihtii! an tnqutfy intd' t&'6i^' Faliilli 

and Practice. B7;.t^e_^v, «»iW'^ii?«,-^ Vj W.N-r-n:) ; -. :> ': 
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SMALL PAMPHLETS, ETd. 






A Jtnwt Uymn for CblMB«i« poioled tor ClMttlUiff. Jkr tbe Rev. W. J. 
Jenkins, M.A. Id., or 78. per 100. ix . . 

A' Few Wot4B o( Hope ^ ^^ !*t^ent CHsls'of the iu^S^Sah OliarfcSi. 
BytheRfev.J.M.-^lifalv. 8d., bjrp68t4d. • 

A Few Words to some of fhe Women of the Ctiarefa olOo» in ^pirland. 
By I^rdia, Motlier Superior of the Sisters of Sfercjr of Devonpo^t 
' " mud Pfyinoatii. Sd., oy pi^ 5d.' '" . ' 

i4.J?9W.'^eni« *'«« llie GiH« w« Ituve^ behind «s*'* An AcUbress |o 
Soldiers' Wives, id., ocJii9.|i(^.k«€t. .(..;- 

4^'atMeFOgeAa9f ftom* a 6inftl Setituit in Ctf ri«t*b Charch. CkMai- 
pri8ingHya&islbrLfalM'««Bidiiy,BiiSBfdnWeeic, ^. 8d. 

aL*C?hrfatltoi RemBtiiWanccbr. id.', or /si pyr ioo. ' *' ", 



T^ UlBiiM S DayHto yanni roeinl it r ? 38.6d. per lOO.' 

A Litany for Children, id. 

CKHHtlaiif eUbntahfl). Id. 

Ckthdat9ietaimtk for fejectliit the Modem Pt'etensloiia and 'Doctrines 
of the Charch of Rome. By tlie Rev. Cecil Wmy. - ad. 

yn'.ci .: ■.' '■' ^ ■ •■ • ..•.• ; - ■' ..... '-• , :f .,: . • 
Church Bqrial.Sssvioa. Ibr DiMeatera, A'Few Plaia Wo«49 from a Cler. 
gyman $0 his Pariphioners on the Use of tiie., By the Bev. Q. 
i^ Madan; rd. ■ . 

ftr,. ■ '.'.i . .'.•; ■•' ■■ • ■ ■ 

Commisaltiotf 4Bielrvlod,'An' BxplanaHon bfttie, ttadof tfhe PslOiba Which 
. ,, .are fOdnetin)e9,/9iaied,fth(e..parsiiiy,-P8alnis. v^y the Bav^ P, J^. 
Dunwcn,/B^. .\d,,pr j6for;,la.: . ;., ., 

lOfjlObetiaoM fett the OffertDrjFv A Lettevon the Propriety aadNtoewlty of. 
By tiie Bishop of flydneyv^vAd*: .'> ■ ■ > 

'^eiand )>owiy.RJByer«B!q^tp ^Aone l)yeiA ^(^.the mention df the Holy 
Nameoi Jksosindmeof Divine'Servlce. id. 

jODetrotiottal Use of tAie Ghnreh S^r? icei, an Address to Congregations 
.i< vi«r«heCliaKQlioiith^ 4a. 6d. pef'190. • 

JQaily Prayer^^lei^, foa^. j(^^cic^j^d. Attendant^ ^L By a^^IiBmbar of tt^ 
4>own'^itb«tteThM3MlMA8^''/td.' ••••■:.;-•''••';"'!••.••'•• /" 

Frequent Commmifen,fefito««t'ifftdtU6a."^di^' ■'"'^'•'^' ^ ' * 



F^ith and Work?} or, the Teaching of the Bible the Teaching of fb».- 
Cbut^ AOialqsae. EditiHlbf the ]^.W.B.' Barter, MX 4d. 

Oaide for the Penitent. Reprinted from the ** Qolden Grove.'* 4d.. 

Increate of jtomaniaan in EngkuHL By the Rey. H. Newtand. 84* - • 

Infant Baptism : a Letter to the Anajbaptists. of Emawortl^. By ^tl^,- 
' Rev. H. Newland, M.A. id. ■ l 

Jaanitism in the Churc^. A Brief Address to Chorchmcn, pointing out 
. ' tb» true qiMTter in which, if anywhese, we are now tolook lor il. , Id. 

Learn to Pie. ^d., or ss. fid. per ipo. 

Lent, Directions fSor Keeping aiigUt Ss. Od. per 100. 

Little Salem* Bya Pilgrim, 3d. 

One Mind and One Mouth : a Tract for English Churchmen* Sd. 

Poems for Young and Loving Hearts. By th^ ^v. Edmund Wm^.- 
ledg;c, M.A. 4d. Printed to form Twelve separate Rewards ror 
Sunday School Children. . j'" 

Protestant Peculiarities elicited by Papal Pretensions, -l^d. ■ ' 

• :.vr 

Prayers, Family and Private, selected chie^y firom the Works of g«ri«»1;i 

Jkyrta^, ad. ' ' ' ' ' ■ "^ ■'■"'• 

. . '■ .. '. • .\ . ,1) ■ • . ... . , ..' . 1^ 

Prayers for .both Morning and Night IjhropghQut ^e. Yeaiu fpr.tbe«toiK ' 
set. ad. 

Right of Private Judgment, •% Feff Jna]» QbaaiTations on the. 0d. 

Reasons for Partaking of the Sacrament of the Body and Blood of 
Christ, and Reasons for NotPaitakiAg. ,8si 6d^ per 100. 

RAmwkB on "National Ouristianity an Afticlft>ef theCtofsttan Fidtli.**;^ 
A Sermon by the Rev. C. Wordsworth, Warden of Trinity Cotttee, 
Gleuatanond. Reprinted flrom the MoKniiiy ittroiMeAr. Sd. -' ' 

Restoration of the Jewaio the Bramised Land, AFew Wtedsoa HiOi '■ 
and on the MiUennium. By the Bev. W« B. Bavtec ^. j>^ •' 

. . • ii.-.. : • ; ■ • .- -. ., •■ 

Sisters of Mcrcgr in tlie Chwch Of Englawk' ad. l :< . t 

;;.. ,:..,■■ .'/ '..(li , . •; i-.jI --ii».i1 It'-'* 

Sacramental Bemembfancea^ prepantory aiMl petsuaiivt' to Bolyi- 
. (i^Bunux^on, id. ' ' 

SooktiahCommanioBiOAoe, ALetteronthe; 4d. 

.1 • I 

The Law of the Anglican Chuzek the Law o^tlieLaiid^ tdv 
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56' wbiik^s'^vltYdtfkD by j. kX^TB^^,' 

TMChlof of the Me6tloi-kbu6e^ and the Teaching: of the (^urc^J. A 
'Dialogue. By the Authoi- of *• Faith and Works,** Edited by the 
Rev, W. B. Barter, 4d. 

Things to be remembered. A packet of 12. is. 

ThecAy of Development, Briefly Consklered; By the Rer. W. OreiBley. 
Price 3d. 

HieOfffcrtory thie best Remedy fo^ the Prdieiit Distress. 2s. 64. per 1 00. 

The Roman not the Catholic Church. By an English Priest. 4d. 

Tllie Holiness of a Christian Child; being an Earnest Appeal to lOl 
Christian Parents on the Regeneration of their Children In the 
Sacrament of Baptism. 3d. 

The Temples of the Holt Ghost: being a Second Earnest Appeal to 
all Christian Parents on the Regeneration of their Children in th$ 
Sacrament of Baptism, sd. 

The Bible, the Bible only, and Nothing but the Bible. Br Edmund 
Wmship. 4d. 

The Church's Shadow. By the Rev. R. Tomlins. Id. 

Thdnghts on turning to thie East. id. . 

The Sacrifice of Easter Day, A Sermon on. Turned into English 
from the Anglo-Saxon of ifilfhc, sometime Archbishop of Can- 
terbury. Id. 

TVuth. Id. or 25 for 18. fld. 

ThiB English Churchmaji*8 Obide to the House o^ Prayer. Hy the Rey. 
R. B. Paul, M.A., Vicar of S. Augustine's, Bristol. 2d. 

UAfled Resikindingf A Plea tor, ByChe Rev. J. Fi 'Hodgson/ id. 
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Our Parish Church. Id., or. 7ft. per too. 

The Bishop of New Jersey on the OflTertory. Ss. 6d. per 100. 

The (a?eed aft eactemally set forth and enforced by the Ckdrch Calendar* 

. . Price 4d. ■ . . 
A Tabular View «f BngUsh History with Collateral BventB. is. 
A Chart of Gospel Harmony. 6d. 

Prirate Devotion. A Sbort FOmr fer 1:he use Of 01iildre&« Id. 
The Daily Lifeof the Christian ChUd;. id. > 
The Last Sleep of the Christian Child, id. 
Devotions for the Time of' Dressiagw 1^., or lOs. tfd. per lOir* 
Devotions for the Time of Undressing. 1 ^d. 
Hannony of Uie Holy Week; x Demy. 4tOn 8s. 0d. per lOO. 
A Challenge to Dissenters, of whatever denomination. 8vo., SS. per 100. 
Directions for the Loan's Day. 8vo., 2a. per 100. 
Ten Reasons Why I Love my<}hurch, and Ten Reasdms Why I liove 

my Prayer Book. 
Ten Plain Reasons. Why I Loveny- Bible. .. • 
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CEXtTIFICATC CARDS OF COKFIBMATIOK, &e. 

CtititicateB. of . qoblrmfltion and Holy Cpmmnaio^. < PrtnibQ^ in !?$• 
' and Hack, 2d., or Us. per lOO; strong Paper clot& Kavelopes for 

ditto, 4s. per 100. Parchment ditto, 2d. each. 
Cwtiflcates of JBaptisol, Coofirmattou, and First Conununioii. On «. 

large Card. 2d., or 14a. per leo. 
Certificate of ConfirmatioD and Communton* on a beaatifnlly Orna. 

mented large Card. 2d. j also new design,. 8d. 
Certificates of Baptisms and Barials. 28. Od. per 100. 
Certificates of MnrriagCH. 3s. 6d. per 100. 
Parcliment Registers of Baptisms, Marriages, and Barials for the •> 

Registration Office. 
Ditto on Paper for the Vestry. 
School Check Card. 36. 6d. per 100. 
Notice of Baptism. 28. Od. per 100. 

My Duty at the time of Confinement. SS. fid. per 100. . r. 

Plain Reasons for worshipphig Groo in His Temple. Id. . 
Why do yoa tarn to the East? 2d. 
The Talisman. A Poem, by C. A. M. W. fid. 
How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily. Id., or 78. per 100. 
Address to Parents of Children at National and Sanday Schools. Id. '. 
A Few Words on the Blessed Sacrament of the Loan's Supper. 2d. 
The Sponsor's Duty, for giving to Sponsors at the time of Baptism,^ . 

Ss. 6d. per 100. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Evenings in the Pytsenees. Edited and arranged by Selina Bunbary. 

68. > " ' 

davis Bot^nica. A Key to the Study of Botany ; after Lionseus, is. 
The Young Norse's Guide, or the Management of the Sick. By . 

J. Curtis, M.R.C.S., F.Z.B. 2s. 
Advice to Young Married Woacn, by J. Curtis, M.R.C.S., F.Z.S. It. l 
Memorials of the Highgate'Cemetery : with an Essay, la. 
Handbook for Visitors to the Kensal Greni Cemetery, is. 
The Muses' Response, a Conversational Game. By the Misses 

Price. 28. 6d. 
Sinnett'8 Picture of Paris and its Environs. Ss. fid. 
A New Plan of PariSi with References, se. 
An Inquiry Relative to Various Important Points of Seamanship, by 

Nicholas Tinmouth. 78. 
Etoctro-Chamioal Copying Book, in wMch a copy of % letter or papei^ 

may be taken without a press. Extra size, 240 leaves, complete, 

witli ink, sponge box, &c., lOs. fid. 
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ficcUtftolojKtcal late Cambrttse Catntren ^octet^. 

99W Worte to ChnrdbwardetMvn Chttrchet and Chvrdh Ornlontiitar* 
No. 1 Country Parishes. 3d., or &lt< per 100. 
"tNo. 9 1\nm or M«ttuAu!turinff Parishes. 9d. ^ 

Few Words to Church BtUlders. Third edition, It. 

Appendix to a " Few Words to Church Boilders." Od. 

Few Words to Mriah Clerke and Sextons. Oooatry Parishes; «d. 

Few Words to Churchwardens : abridged from the tw'o tracts. On a . 
sheet. Id., or 78. per hundred. 

Advice to Workmen employed in Restoring a Church, id. , 

Advice to Workmen employ in Bolldingr a Church, id. 

Supplement to the First Edition of the ** History of fues,'* contatilin^ 
tiie additional matter, is. . 

Twenty-four Reasons for gettingrrid of bburchPues. id., or &s. per 100« 

An Argottetft for the Greek Orlgrin ahd Meaning of i H 8. is. 0d* 

On fhie HistoiSr of Christian Altkn^. dd. 

Church Schemes : Forms for the description of a Chundi. ' ls.)per doz. 

Hie Report of the Society for 1 847-8-9 j with a List of Members, is. 

Ditto, for 1850, 1, 2, 3. IS. . /• 

The Transactions of the Cambridge Camden Society. Part I., ss^ 6d. 
.,ai.»:0s. III.,7s*M. InoneToUddth, 14)8. 

Working Drawings of the Middle-Pointed Chancel of All Sain1;8,.Haw* . 
7 ton, by Mr. J: Le Reux, Sen, Atlas folio, 25S. To Members^ 2 is. 

Church of the Holy Sepulchre ; some acjCQant of its Hjostwation. 6d. 

Baterior View of the samto (as restortd bf the Oaiknbridge C&mdeh* 
Society). 2s. 6d. 

Interic^ View of the same, taken after its Restoration, is. 
lifhbpraph of the Font and Cover in the Churc)ii of St £dward» Cam- 

bridge, is. 6d. p|ainK2s» India paper. 
Stalls and Screenwork in S. Mary's; Lancaster is. 
FilHerals and Funeral Arrangements, is. ." 

lUtti^tion^ of Monjamenm Brasses ;^,w;ith aoe^avsAying (lescrii». 
tions and Xithogtapha. . In parts.. «s. plsint ladia-poper proofs 
10s. 6d. , ; I 

Ihstrumenta Ecdesiastica. Vol. 1. j^ I. lis. fid. 

Second Series, published on alternate months, price 2s. 6d. each. 
Parts 1 to 9, now ready, containing Plan for Cemetery Chapel, Uch 
House, Desks, Gables, Wooden Churches, &c. 
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